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Bjr Mr. Gkay. 

THE curfew tolls the knell of parting day. 
The lowing herd wind (lowly o'er the les. 
The plowmia homewards plods his weary way. 
And leaves the world to darknefs and to me. 

Now fades the glimmering landfcape on the fight, 
And all the air a folemn Itillnefs holds. 
Save where the beetle wheels his drony flight. 
And drowfy tinklings lilU the difbmt folds ; 
Vol. IV. A 
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Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow*r 
The mopeing owl does to the moon complain 
Of fuch, as wand'ring near her fecret hov/*r, 
Molefl her ancient, fblitaiy reign. 

Beneath thofe nigged elms, that yew-tree's fhade. 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap^ 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid. 
The rude Forefathers of the hamlet deep. 

The breezy call of incenfe-breathing Mom, 
The fwallow twitt'ring from the ftraw-built fhed. 
The cock's fhrill clarion, or the echoing horn. 
No more fhall roufe them from their lowly bed. 

For them no more the blazing hearth Ihall bum. 
Or bufy houfvvife ply her evening care : 
No children run to lifp their fire's return. 
Or climb his knees the envied kifs to fhare* 

Oft did the harveft to their fickle yield. 
Their furrow oft the ftubbom glebe has broke ; 
How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 
How bov/'d the woods beneath their flurdy ftroke J 

Let not Ambition mock their ufeful toil. 
Their homely joys, and deftiny obfcure ; 
Nor Grandeur hear with a difdainful fmilc^ 
The ihort and iimple annals of the poor. 

The 
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The boaft of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r. 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave. 
Await alike th' inevitable hour. 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Nor you, ye Proud, impute to Thefe the fault. 
If Mem'ry o'er their Tomb no Trophies raife. 
Where thro' the long-drawn ifle and fretted vault 
The pealing anthem fwells the note of praife. 

Can floried urn or animated buA 
Back to its manfion call the fleeting breath ; 
Can Honour's voice provoke the fileat duft. 
Or Flatt'ry footh the dull cold ear of Death ? 

Perhaps in this negleded fpot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with cdeAial fire ; 
Hands, that the rod of empire might have fway'd. 
Or wak'd to extafy the Uving lyre. 

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page 
Rich with the fpoils of Time did ne'er unroU ; 
Chill Penury reprefs'd their noble rage. 
And froze the genial current of the (buK 

Full many a genr of purefl ray fcrene, 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear; 
Full many a flower is born to blufh unfeen. 
And wafle its fweetnefs on the de&rt air. 

A 2 Some 
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Some village-Hampden, that with dauntlefs brcaU, 
The little Tyrant of his fields withftood ; 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may refl. 
Some Cromwell guiltlefs of his country's blood. 

Th' applaufe of lift'ning fenates to command. 
The threats of pain and ruin to defpife. 
To fcatter plenty o'er a fmiling land. 
And read their hift'ry in a nation's eyes 

Their lot forbad : nor circumfcrib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd ; 
Forbad to wade through flaughter to a throne. 
And fhut the gates of mercy on mankind. 

The ftruggling pangs of confcious truth to bide. 
To quench the blulhes of ingenuous ihame, 
Or heap the ihrine of Luxury and Pride 
With incenfe kindled at the Mufe's flame. 

Far from the madding crowd's ignoble ftrife. 
Their fober wiQies never leam'd to ftray ; 
Along the cool fequefter'd vale of life 
They kept the noifelefs tenor of their way. 

Yet ev'n thefe bones from infult to protect 

Some frail memorial ftill erefted nigh. 

With uncouth rhimes and fhapelfefs fculptore decked. 

Implores the pailing tribute of a figh.. 
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Their name, their years, fpclfby th' unlettered Mufe, 
The place of fame and elegy fupply : 
And many a holy text around ihe flrews. 
That teach the ruftic moralill to dye. 

For who to dumb Forgetfulnefs a prey. 
This pleafing anxious being e'er refign'd. 
Left the warm precindls of the chearful day. 
Nor call one longing lingering look behind ? 

On fbme fond breaft the parting foul relies. 
Some pious drops the doling eye requires ; 
Ev*n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries, 
Ev'n in our Afhes live their wonted Fires, 

For thee, who mindful of th' unhonour'd Dead 
Doll in thefe lines tlieir artlefs tale relate ; 
If chance, by lonely Contemplation led. 
Some kindred Spirit fhall inquire thy fate. 

Haply fome hoary-headed Swain may fay, 

* Oft have we feen him at the peep of dawn 

* Brufliing with hafty fteps the dews away 
' To meet the fun upon the upland land. 

' There at the foot of yonder nodding beech 

* That wreathes its old fantaflick roots fo high, 

* His liillefs length at noon- tide wou'd he ftretch, 

' And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 

.A3 « Hard 
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* Hard by yon wood, now fmiling as in icorn^ 

* Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he wouM rove ; 

* Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 

* Or craz'd with care, or crofs'd in hopelefs love, 

* One mom I mifs'd him on the cuftom'd hill, 

* Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree ; 

* Another came ; nor yet beiide the rill, 

* Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he, 

* The next with dirges due in fad array 

, , * Slow through the church- way path we faw him born, 

* Approach and read (for thou can'ft read) the lay, 

* Gi av'd on the ftone beneath yon aged thorn. 

The E P I T A P H. 

7" TB R E refts his head upon the lap of Earthy 
A Youth to Fortune and to Fame unknoivn^ 
Fair Science frcwn^ d not on his humble birth^ 
And Melancholy marled him for her o'wn. 

Large <zvas his bounty, and his foul fincerey 

Hea'v'n did a recompence as largely fend : 

He ga<ve to Misery all he had, a tear. 

He gained from Hea^v^n Ctiuas all he tJuiJPd) afriendS 

No farther feek his merits to difclofe. 

Or dra^w his frailties from their dread abede^ 

(There they alike in trembling hope repofe) 

The bofom of his Father and hi4 God* 

HYMN 
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HYMN to ADVERSITY. 

By the Same. 

DAUGHTER of Jove, relentlefs Power, 
Thou Tamer of the human breaft, 
Whofe iron fcourge and tort'ring hour 

The Bad affright, afflid the Beft ! 
Bound in thy adamantine chain 
The Proud are taught to tafte of pain. 
And purple tyrants vainly groan 
With pangs unfelt before, unpitied and alone. 

When firft thy Sire to fend on earth 

Virtue, his darling Child, defign'd, 
To thee he gave the heav'nly Birth, 

And bad to form her infant mind. 
Stem rugged Nurfe I thy rigid lore 
With patience many a year Ihe bore : 
What forrow was, thou bad'ft her know. 
And from her own fhe leam'd to melt at others' woe. 

Scared at thy frown terrific, fly 

Self-pleafmg Folly's idle brood. 
Wild Laughter, Noife, and thoughtlefs Joy, 

And leave us leifure to be good. 
Light they difperfe, and with them go 
The fummer Friend, the flatt'ring Foe ; 
By vain Profperity i^eceived. 
To her they vow their truth, and are again believed. 

A 4 Wifdom 
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Wifdom in fable garb array'd, 

Immers'd in rapt'rous thought profound. 
And Melancholy, filent maid 

With leaden eye, that loves the ground. 
Still on thy folemn fteps attend : 
Warm Charity, the gen'ral friend. 
With juftice to herfelf fevere. 
And Pity, dropping foft the fadly-pleafing tear. 

Oh ! gently on thy Suppliant's head. 

Dread Goddefs, lay thy chaft'ning hand ! 
Not in thy Gorgon terrors clad, 

Nor circled with the vengeful Band 
(As by the Impious thou art feen) * 

With thund'ring voice, and threatening mien. 
With fcreaming Horror's funeral cry, 
Defpair, and fell Difeafe, and ghaftly Poverty. 

Thy form benign, oh Goddefs, wear. 

Thy milder influence impart. 
Thy philofophic Train be there 

To foften, not to wound my heart. 
The gen'rous fpark extinft revive, 
Teach me to love, and to forgive, 
Exaft my own defefts to fcan. 
What others are to feel, and know myfelf a man. 
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ED U C A T I O N. 

A P O E M: 

INTWO CANTOS. 

Written in Imitation of the Style and Manner of 

S PENSER'sFairy Queen. 

Infcribed to Lady Langham, Widow of Sir John 

Langham, Bart. * 

By G I L B E R T "W E S T, Efq; 

TJnum fludium njere liherale eft^ quok liherum facit. Hoc 
fapientia ftudium efty fuhlime, forte, ?nagnan'unum : c^e^ 

iera pufella ^ puerilia funt, — Blus fcire 'velle quam fit 
fatis intemperantia genus eft, ^uidy quod tfta liber alium 

artium confedatio mcleftosy njerhofosf^ intempefti^osy fihi 
placenies facity l£ ideo non dicentes necejjaria, quiajnper- 

'vacua didicerunt. Sen. Ep. 88. 

O Goodly Discipline ! from heav'n y-fprong ! 
Parent of Science, queen of Arts refin'd ! 
To whom the Graces, and the Nine belqng : 
O I bid thofe Graces, in fair chorus join'd 

Wirfi 



WitTi each bright Virtue that adorns the mind ! 

bid the Mufes^ thine harmonious train. 
Who by thy aid erft humanized mankind, 
Tnfpire, direft, and moralize the ftrain. 

That doth effay to teach thy treafures how to gain ! 

And Thou, whofe pious and maternal care. 
The fubftitute of heavenly Providence, 
With tenderefl love my orphan life did rear. 
And train me up to manly ftrength and fenfe ; 
With mildeft awe, and virtuous influence, 
Direfting my unpradlis'd wayward feet 
To the fmooth walks of Truth and Innocence ; 
Where Happinefs heart-felt. Contentment fweet* 
Philofophy divine aye hold their bleft retreat. 

Thou, moft belov'd, moft honcur'd, moft rever'd I 

Accept this verfe, to thy large merit due ! 

And blame me not, if by each tye endear'd. 

Of nature, gratitude, and friendfhip true. 

The whiles this moral thejis I purfue. 

And trace xht plan of goodly » Nurture o'er, 

1 bring thy modefi 'virtues into view ; 

And proudly boafl that from thy precious flore. 
Which erft enrich'd my heart, I drew this iacrcd lore. 



* Nurture^ Education. 
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And thiu, I we€n, thus ihall I beil repay 
The valued gifts, thy careful love beilow'd ; 
If imitating Thee, well as I may, 
I labour ^o diffiife th' important good 
*Till this great truth by all be underflood ; 
** That all the pious duties which we owe, 

Our parents, friends, our country and our God ^ 

The feeds of every virtue here below. 
From Di/cifline alone, and early Culture grow. 

CANTO I. 

ARGUMENT. 

The Knight, as to ^ P^dia'j houfe 

He his young Son con<veysj 
Is fluid by Custom ; fwith him fights 9 

And his vain pride difmays* 

A Gentle Knight there was, whofe noble deeds 
O'er Fairy Land by Fame were blazon'd round: 
For warlike enterprize, and fage ^ areeds 
Emong the chief alike was he renown'd ; 

^ Pasdia is a Greek nuordy fignifying Education. 
« Areeds, counfeU. 
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Whence with the marks of higheft honours crown*4 

By Gloriana, m domeftick peace> 

That port, to which the wife are ever bound. 

He anchored was, and chang'd the tofling feaa 

Of buftling bufy life, for calm fequefter'd eafe. 

11. 

There in domeftick virtue rich and great 

As erft in publick, 'mid his wide domain. 

Long in primaeval patriarchal ftate. 

The lord, the judge, the father of the plain. 

He dwelt ; and with him, in the golden chain 

Of wedded faith y-link'd, a matron fage 
' Aye dwelt ; fwect partner of his joy and pain. 

Sweet charmer "of his youth, friend of his age, 

SkiU'd to improve his blifs, his forrows to affuage. 

in. 

From this fair union, not of fordid gain. 
But merit fimilar and mutual love. 

True fource of lineal virtue, fjprung a train 

Of youths and virgins ; like the beauteous grove. 

Which round the temple of Olympick Jove^ 

Begirt with youthful bloom the ^ parent tree, ' 

They2j:frf^f>//i/^; whence old £// J wove 
*^? 

^ Parent true, the faicred oli^e.^ This tree grew in the 
Altis, or /acred gro've of Olympick Jupiter at Olympia, 
halving y as the Eleans pr£t ended y been originally planted 
there by Hercules. It luas efieemed /acredj and from that 
nuere taken the Olympick cro^wns. See Paufanias. Eliac. 
etndthe DiiTertation on the Olympick Games. 

Her 
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Her verdant crowns of peaceful vi£lcr)r. 
The e guerdons of bold ftrcngth, and fwift aftivity. 

IV. 
So round their noble parents goodly rofe 
Thefe generous fcyons j they with watchful care 
Still, as the fwelling paffions 'gan difclofe 
The buds of future virtues, xiid prepare 

With prudent culture the young fhoots to rear : 
And aye in this endearing pious toil 
.They by a ^Palmer fage inlbufted were. 
Who from deep thought and ftudious fearch erewhile 
Had learnt to mend the heart, and till the human foil. 

V. 
For by cceleftial Wijdom whilom led 
Through all th' apartments of th' immortal mind. 
He view'd the fecret ftores, and mark'd the S fled 
To judgment, wit, and memory affign'd; 
And how fenfation and reiledlion join'd 
To fill with images her darkfbme^rc//^. 
Where varioufly disjointed or combin'd. 
As reafon, fancy, or opinion wrought. 
Their various maflcs they play*d,and fed herpenfive thought. 

. : a 

« Guerdons, rewards. 

^ Palmer, pilgrim. 7he per/on here fignijied is Mr, 
Xx>cke, cbaradieri^d by bis 'works. 

g $ted^ place^' ftation. 
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^ Alfe through the fields of Science had he ftray*d 
With eager fearch, and fent his piercing eye 
Through each learn'dycZw/, ^^^a philofophick Jhadei 
Where Truth and Virtue erft were decm'd to lie ; 
If haply the fair vagrants he > mote (py. 
Or hear the mufick of their charming lore : 
But all unable there to fatisfy 
His curious foul, he tum'd him to explore 
^\it /acred fwrit ef Faith ; to learn, believe, adore^ 

vn. 

Thence foe profefs*d of /'/7^o<^ and Deceit, 
Thofe fly artificers of tyranny, 
^ Aye holding up before uncertain feet 
His faithful light, to Kmrwledge, Liberty, 
Mankind he led, to Ci'vil Policy, 
And mild Religion* s charitable law ; 
That fram'd by Mercy and Benignity 
The perfecuting fvvord forbids to draw. 
And free-created fouls with penal terrours awe. 

vrii. 

1 Ne with thefe glorious gifts elate and vain 
Lock'd he his wifdom up in churlifh pride ; 
But, {looping from his height, would even deign 
The feeble Heps of Infancy to guide. 

h Alfif alfo, further. * Mou^ might, 

k Jye, ever. yVf> nor. 



Eternal 



[ t5] 

Eternal glory Him therefore betide ! 

Let every generous y«ttth his praife prodaim ! 

Who, wand'ring through the worid^ rude fbreft wide« 

By him hath been y-^ught hie coorie to frame 

To Virtues fweet abodes, and hetv'ii-a^king Famt ! 

IX. 
For this The Faiht Knicht with anxious thought. 
And fond paternal care his t»unfel prayed ; 
And him of gentleft courtefy befought 
His guidance to vouchfafe and friendly aid ; 
The while his tender oftpring he convey'd. 
Through devious paths to that fccure retreat ; 
Where fage P-flEWA, with each tunefid maid> 
On a wide mount had fixM her rural feat, 

*Mid flow'ry gardens placM, untrod by vulgar feet, 

X. 
And now forth-pacing with his blooming heir. 
And that feme virtuous Pahner them to guide j 
Arm'd all to ponrt, and on a courfer fair 
Y-mounted high, in military pride. 
His little train before he flow did ride. 
Him eke behind a gentle /quire 1 enfues. 
With his young hrd aye marching fide by fide. 
His counfeflour and guard, in g^oodly « thews. 

Who well had been brought np, aiid nars'd hy every Miifc. 

* Enfittty follows, » Thews, manners* 

XL Thui 
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XI. 

Thus as their pleafing journey they purTue^^ . 
With chearful argument beguiling pain ; 
Ere long defcending from an hill they view'd 
Beneath their eyes out-flretch'd a fpadous plain^ 
That fruitful fhew'd, and apt for every grain. 
For pailuresy vines and ilow'rs ; while Nature fair 
Sweet-fmiling all around with count'nance o fain 
Seem'd to demand the tiller's art and care. 
Her wildnefs to corred> her lavifh waile repair. 

XU. 

^^ght good> I ween, and bounteous was the foil. 

Aye wont in happy feafbn to repay 

With tenfold ufury the peafant's toil. 

But now 'twas ruin all, and wild decay ; 

UntilPd the garden and the fallow lay. 

The fheep-fliome down with barren? brakes o'ergrown) 

The whiles the merry peafants fport and play. 

All as the publick evil were unknown. 
Or every publick care from every breaft was flown. 

xm. 

Aflonifli'd at a fcene at once fo feir 
And fo deform'd ; with wonder and delight 
At man's negled, and Nature's bounty rare. 
In fludious thought a*while the Fairy Knight^ , 

e Faifi, earneil, cag;cr# . P Bra^f, briars* 

Bent 
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Bent on that goodly a lorid his eager fight : 
Then forward rufli'd, impatient to defoy 
What towns and cafties therc-in were ^ empight ; 
For towns him feiemM, and cafties he did fpy, ' 

As to th^' horizpn round he ftretch'd his roaming -eye, 

XlVi ' 
Nor long way had they travellM, ere they came 
To a wide ftream, that with tumultuous roar 
Emongft rude rocks its winding courfe did frame. 
Black was the wave and fordid, cover*d o'er 
With angry foam, and ftain'd with infants' gore. 
Thereto along ,th* unlovely margin ftood / 
A birchen grove that waving from the fhore. 
Aye caft upon the tide its falling bud. 

And with its bitter juice empoifon'd all the flood. 

XV. 
Right in the centre of the vale empight. 
Not diftant far a forked mountain rofe ; 
In Outward form prefenting to the fight 
That fam'd Parnaffian hill, on whofe fair brows 
The Nine Aonian Sifters wont repofe ; 
Lifl'ning to fweet C^5/?/i//Vi's -founding fbeam. 
Which through the plains of Cirrha murm'ring fJows. 
But This to That compar'd mote juftly feem 

Ne fitting haunt for gods, ne worthy man's efteem. 

* ZrMi/yland. *> £>w//;fi&/, placed. 

Vol. IV. ^ B XVI. For 



[ ^8 ] 

For this nor fpimd^ dc^, i^ fpr^44^ tsrjid^ 
Nor b;gh uprfai.fi'4 al^y^ the l^vel jd^MO, 
By toili^gr aft tkrough t^dw»s ye«» applip4 
Frgij^ v^0^s part?. ?Ofl||^'4 vf^^ ftiMUpijj, jj«^,, 
Was « crft up-thrown ; i£ ip it mote attain. 
Like ib^ /^/M. muntmif, to be 4 bight 
The nolile fc^ QfLe^fnuf^\ goodly tnvn. 
Th^Qto* the mpf e to captlvate^ the iigl^ 

It like a garden fair vao^ curioufljs wa« ^ 4igh& 

XYH. 
In figur'd plots with leafy walk incloy'd. 
By meafpre and by role it was oat-lay 'd; 
With fymmetry fa regular diipo$'d» 
That plot to plot Hill anfwor'd, iha^e ta ihiulQ ; 
Each correfpondent twain alike array'd 
With like embelUfhments of plants awd SKm^rsy 
Offtatues, vafes, fpouting founts, tbat|^y'd< 
Through ihells of Tritons their afeending. ibow^rs. 

And labyrinths involved and tcelice^woven bow'rs* 

XVIIL 
There likewise mote be feen on every Me 
The- yew obedient to the planter's will. 
And ihapely box of all their branching pride 
Ungentfy fhomc, and with prepofterou* flsill 

c £r/, formerly. ^Htgh^ called, named. ^D%^> dreft. 

To 



« • • I 

To various beafts and bifd^ rf fundfy quili 

TransforaiM, d^d httitfatt fhap^s of mottftrbtis fiicj j 

Huge as thii giaWt-f act, who, hfli tih hffL 

High-heaping, fooght WIA ihipf6\is t£it f ^mpAze; 

befpight of thund'HAg JM, t6 fcafle m ft^e^ te*^. 

Alfe other wdndfers of the i^ctffiVfe 8feai*s 

tit STattrrt Anf-arfofAii^ tiere #ert* foftmd; 

GloteM, ^iftf eoluilfns; p^yt^ids^^^^^ 

With f]fr6titlAg liriis dtl4 bii^g ffetuift^ cr6\MM j 

And horizontal dials on A6 ground 

in living bdX iy cuirt^g ikrfSs tWc'd ; 

And ga]S^ tH^', oh^ hd I«^g vd^^ hdHfiii 

But by their rt>Ofe tSle)^ e^ atriOibr^d M, 
i AH were t&dir B^ny]n| fm bvt£<^mt'{6t^Um' ' 

'" XX: 

O'er all icppesi/i fhe iftbuAtMn'^ ftil^d Bibv^^ 

With terrafles on terfifl^s^ i^t^i-dt^d i 

And all fldfi^ aSWigM' in cM(5r'd rtWFsJ 

An^vifiy's fe<^, tfi« viff^n i^^^ 

The ever-verdant trees af^i^l^e ihone. 

But aHens ^ t!te dlttby ittd bityiij^of ^ 

From Latiaft f^ns^ iUd d/'h'/i^ g^Ht^fk 

They (hnuik and^l^giM^ itt tt^tittigtt'iiioW 
iy changeful fumm€l^r l&fV^, d^d p(}«cft'a9y<«^^ 

f Empriii^ entcrprize, attttitplf. . * 

t Alii ti/ed frequently by the /?ii/Engliih/«^i/^r ail-though. 

B 2 XXL Amid 
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XXL 

' Aipid this verdant grove with folexnn ftate. 
On golden thrones of antique form redin'd, 
Jn mimick majefty Nine Virgins fate. 
In features various, as unlike in niind : 
Alfe boafled they themfelves of heavenly kind. 
And to the fweet Parnajpan Nymphs allied ; 
Thence round their brows the Delphick bay they twia'd 
And matching with high names their apifh pride, 
0*er every learned yrito^/ aye daim'd they to prefide* 

xxn. 

In antique garbs, for modem they difdain'd. 
By Greek and Roman artifls ^ whilom made. 
Of various woofs, and varioufly diflain'd 
With tints of cv*ry hue, were they array'd ; 
And here and there ambidoufly difplay'd 
A purple ihred of fbme rich robe, prepared 
£rft by the Mu/es or tJtCAonian Maidy 
To deck great Tullius or the Mantuan Bard% 
Which o'er ea/ch motley veft with uncouth fplendor glared* 

xxin. 

And well their outward vefhire did exprefs 
The bent and habit of their inward mind, 
AfSefting Wifdom's antiquated d^-efs. 
And ufages by Time call far behind. 

h Wbihm^ formerly. 

Thence, 
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Thence, to the charms of younger Science blind. 
The coftomsy laws, the learning, arts and phraie 
Of their own countries they with fcom dedin'd ; 
Ne /acred Truth herfelf would they embrace. 

Unwarranted, unknown in their fore-fathers' days. 

XXIV. 
Thus ever backward cafting their furvey ; 
To Rom^s old ruins and the groves forlorn 
Of elder Athens^ which in profpeft lay 
Stretched out beneath the mountain, would they turn • 
Their buiy fearch, and o'er the rubbifh mourn. 
Then gathering up with fuperfUtious care. 
Each little fcrap, however foul or torn. 
In grave harangues they boldly would declare. 

This Enniusr Varro ; This the Stagyrite did wear. 

XXV. 
Yet, under names of venerable (bund. 
Wide o'er the world they ftretch'd their aweful rod ; 
Through all the provinces of Learning own'd 
For teachers of whate'er is Wife and good. 
Alfe from each region to their 1 drad abode 
Came youth unnumber'd, crowding all to tafte 
Theftreams of Science; which united flow'd 
Adown the mounts from nine rich fources caft ; 

And to the vale below in one rude torrent pafs'd. 

^ Dreadf dreadful. 

B 3 XXVI. O'er 
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XXVI. 
0*er evisry CgurcCt proteftrefi of the ilreai^^ 
One of i^ifi Virgin Sifiers dj^ prefide ; 
Who, dignifying with her nohle nam$ 
Her proper flqod, aye pour'd into the tide 
The heady vapours tA fchtUtfiick pride 
Defpotical and abjod, hold s^ blind. 
Fierce in dehate> and fcoiirard to decide ; 
Vain love of p^raife, with adulation jojn'dy 
Aq4 disingenuous fcorn, apd impvotence of mind. 

XXVJI. 
Extending from the hill 9^ eyery fi.de« 
In circuit vaU ^ verd^t v^U^y {pread ; 
Acrpfs whoio ivufojrm 4a( bpihfl^ glide 
Ten thoi^nd ilreamsy in iKipd^g ma^. ledt 
By various Unices from pt^^ ^mmon head ; 
A turbid mafs of w^ra, 1^ ra;9jpu!n4. 

By that ^odj? to|a«n^ V^^V^i witjt^ fQ^g £>im4 
Came tumbling ftcMpa, the hiQ» am} ^Qw'd th^ level Jtii|id. 

ICKVm. 
And ^very where thi^ fpapioi^a valley o'ei;. 
Fan by qi^^eam wa$;(^i^Q^a iijilA^l^fOi^ 
Of beardlef^ ftpplings to the biirch-ci:Q«&'d i^c^ 
3y n^^a |W4^^ %A^ 



Who 
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Who helpleisy meek, and innocent of wrong, 
Weic torn nlud&nb iniiii die Whittt fide 
Of their fofid mothiers^ sind by ^fkhtnin fbt>fi^^ 
By pow'r made inf^lent, ttnd hstfd by ptick^ 
Were diit^ Mth fariohs tv^e^ and Udh'd into ^ tide". 

kxix. 

On the mde bank i<fith tretiiUini; feet iSttty ftbeidi 
And caitifig foititd thdi* oft-i«?istted cytti 
If haply they mote *k!B,pt ^t \Af^ fldod^ 
FiU'd aU Wt pldhi With iaiJE^eittable cHei ; 
But far away th' unheeding fkther flies, 
Confbaiil'd hi^ ftfong cothponftiohs tb re|iitfi t 
While dofe bfchihd, aAuHiing the difgdife 
Of nurturing caf^, add Mling teiidentefi. 

With ftd*et fcbiif^ ^rih'd thofe ^^ftyfidibun j[ftt6. 

XXX. 
As on dHi 9astpy Margin bf a hrtiokf 
Whenf 1^ ydM^ ftn v^th Iky^tety MaiA lidek^ 
With innocent difilMty a bkating iiock 
Crowd tect, dTHghtdd stt Aift rolling tides : 
The ihepherd-iwain at firfl e^^rting chides 
Their ^ kt\f ftub*; tt feiigth impatient grovtm. 
With hi^ fttde eirdok he Wdtitidaf thtthr tender fiderjr 
And tf ^egib^^ oi" 6ilefr piteoiis mb&#i 

Into the daitd«f 1«^« com|Rds dxfm fiftmis dbvm. . 



monfy ufed by Spenfer in a badfenfe. 1 Stely, fimple. 

8 4 XXXL Thus 
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XXXI* , 

Thus urg'd by maft'ring Fear and doProus 1 Teen 
Into the current plang'd thatin^mt crowd. 
Right piteous was the fpe£laclc» I ween^ 
Pf fender ftriplings ftain'd with tears and blood. 
Perforce conflicting with the bitter flood ; 
And labouring to attain the diflant fliore. 
Where holding forth the go<wft of manhogd flood 
The^ren Liberty, and ever-more 
Sollicited their hearts with her inchanting lore. 

xxxn. 

Irkibme and long the paflage was, perplex'd 

With rugged rocks on which the raving tide 
By fudden burfls of angry temipefls vex'd 
Oft dafli'd the youths whofe flrength mote ill abide 
With head up-lifted o'er the waves to ride. 
Whence many wearied ere they had o'er-paft 
The middle ftream (for they in vain have tried) 
Again returned ^ aftounded and aghaft ; 
Nc one regardful look would ever backward cafl. 

xxxni. 

Some, of a rugged, more enduring framd. 
Their' toilfome courfe with patient pain purfu'd ; 
And tho' with many a bruife and ° muchel blame. 
Eft hanging on the rocks, and eft embru'd 

??Vi^,pain,grief. ^^Jfiounded^^oxd&Cd, ^Muckelf much. 
— Deep 
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Deep in the muddy ftream, widi hearts fubdu'd 
And quaiPd by laboor, gain'd the ihore at lail. 
Bat in life's pradUdt <> lear unfkilPd and rode. 
Forth to xkdX forked bill they iUent pac'd ; 
Where hid in ftudious ihades their fmitieis hours they wafte. 

XXXIV. 
Others of rich and noble lineage bred. 
Though with the crowd to pafs the flood conftrain'd^ 
Yet o'er the crags with fond indulgence led 
By hireling guides and in all depths fufbiin'd, 
Skimm'd lightly o'er the tide, undipt, unfbin'd. 
Save with the fprinkling of the wat'ry ^ray : 

And aye their proud prerogative maintained. 
Of ignorance and eafe and wanton play, 
soft harbingers of vice, and pramatufe decay. 

XXXV. 

A few, alas, how few ! by heav'n's high will 
With fubtile fpirits endow'd and flnews ftrong, 
P Albe fore q mated by the tempefts fhrill. 

That bellow'd fierce and rife the rocks among. 
By their own nati*ve ^vigour borne along 
Cut brifkly through the waves ; and forces new 
Gathering from toil, and ardor from the throftg. 
Of rival youths, outflxipt the labouring Ci«w, 
And to the true ' Parnajfe^ and heav'n-thron'd glorVflew* 

« 

^ Leary learning. . p Alhe^ although. 

^ Matedf amaas'd, feared. ' Parnajfe^ Pamaflus. 

XXXVI. Dire 
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XXXVL 
Dire was the tamttlt, and from ev^rf ftiott 
Difcordmit echoes fbudc the deaien'd cat, "" 

Heart-thrilliiig Cfies, m± ibbs toi ^ iitagofts ibit 
ttMtt-ititemipted^ the iaipksniig tear. 
And furious fbipes, and soigty threats fevere, 
Confiis'dly mingkd w^ the jarring fbdnd 
Of all the varioits ^edies thatt while-ert 
On Shinar*$ wide^Quttd €lMm|MUa did afk^nd 
High BabePs bEfldera vain^ atid their proud works coiifbtind 

xxxvn. 

Much wai die Kkight eaipaffi6A'd at dM fbeme* 
But more his Uoaming imiy whdie tender breaft 
Empierced deep widi fynjAathising teen 
On his pdc dieek the figsai ef dread hnpreft'd. 
And fill'd his eyes widi leatl, which fore diflrefs'd 
Up to his iircf he rfii^d ia moumfol wife ; 
Who widi fweet finiles piitemal fooki redrefs'd 
His trouUoiif t&cnigfats, and dear'd each iad furttift ; 
Then toiM kiB ready fteed, and <Ni his joaraey hies. 

XXXVUL 
But fir he had n6t mardt'd ere he was ftay'd 
By a rvder^oke^ that tike th' imilied foiuid 
-Of flioatiBf nynod^ dveujl^ die valley bray'd, 
A*d fliaok flt# gi«iittfr tW Jooihs aikd fcdi^ 

• Singuks^ tfjm. ^ Wbik-ere, fbnlierfy< 

The 
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The diflant hills rebellowed adl around. 
f* Arrefty Sir Kmghip it cried» thf fond career^ 
-^ Nor with pi^ffitrnj^taoiis difobedience wo«iii4 
^ That aweful ma^y*^ which aU revere I 

.« In my conuaands. Sir &tight^ theTokc of itttkHu hflar ! 

XXXIX 
Quick turned the Knight^ and &w upoa thepWa 
Advancing towards hiJSA wi(h impoliioiis gate» 
And vifage ail inflamfid with ficroB difihun, 
A monftrous GiAt^T^ on whole Ipirow eble 
Shone the bright enfign of im^nal ftate ; 
Albeit lawful kingdom h« had.none; 
But laws and ki|^do9i» wf^nl h^ oft cre^t^ 
And oftHinojC* 9»v both eroft his throof, 

Whik ftpaMi j^riefta and king« his ^ ibv'j^n iceptie ow» 

XL. 
CusTQu hf higlht ; and aj^ in eveiy kuad 
Ufurp'd doxQuuoi^ with df ^jKHick fwa^ 
O'er all he holds j^ and to hii| hjgh command 
ConifcraiinB. tivq^ ftubbop^ Natmi. to obqyg 
Whom difpofleffing oft, he doth aflay 
To gQv«in in hwr f i^ I and widi a paM 

So foft and goiMJ^ dQ$]^ h9 wi|^ his wiV)r> 
That fhe unwflf(}«. la ciiim^i^hia tmia«Me» 

AnathW4tf(i^4aiR4ih¥iiil?49M8tefQdih«if^ 
^ Sovr^f ^rfovereign* 



XLL For 
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XLL 
For nurt'ringy even from their tend'reft age, 

The docile Tons of men withooten pain. 
By difciplines and rules to every ftage 
Of life accommodate, he doth them train 
Infenfibly to wear and hug his chain. 
Alfe his behefts or gentle or fevere, 
Or good or noxious, rational or vain, 
He craftily perfuades them to revere. 

As inftitutions fage, and venerable lear. 

XLII. 
Prote6lor therefore of thzt forked hilly 
And mighty patron of thofe Sifters Nine^ . 
Who there enthron'd, with many a copions rill 
Feed the full ftreams, that through the valley fhine. 
He deemed was ; and aye with rites divine, 
X Like thofe, which Sparta\ hardy race of yore 
Were wont perform at fell Diana^s fhrine. 
He doth conftrain his Taflkls to adore 

Perforce their facred names, and learn their fecred lore, ' 

XLHI.' 
And to the Fairy Knight now drawing near. 
With voice terrifick and imperious mien, 
(All was he wont lefs dreadful to appear, ' 
When known and pra^fed than at diftance ieen) 

• >\ And 

' X 7";ftf Lacedemonians in order to make their children 

hardy and endure pain wuith^ conftancy and courage^ tjuere ac- 

diftomed tg tau/c them t9 h/courged very feverely. And I 

myfelf 



[29 ] 

And kingly ftretching forth his fcq)tre fheen. 
Him he commandeth, upon threatened pain 
Of his difpleafure high and vengeaAce keen. 
From his rebellions purpofe to refrain. 

And all due honours pay to Learnings rev'rend train. 

XLIV. 
So faying and foreftalling all rtply. 
His peremptory hand without delay. 
As one who little cal^d to juftify 
His princely will, long us'd to boundlefs fway. 
Upon the Fairy Youth with great difmay 
In every quaking limb convuls'd, he lay'd : 
And proudly ftalking o'er the verdant y lay. 
Him to xhoie Jcientifkk Jireatns convey'd, I 

With many his young compeers therein to be ^ embay'd. 

XLV. 
The Knight his tender fon's diftrefsful » ftour 

* 

Perceiving, fwift to his afliflance flew : 
Ne vainly ftay'd to deprecate that pow'r. 
Which from fubmiflion aye more haughty grew. 
For that proud Giant's force he wifely knew. 
Not -to be meanly dreaded, nor defy'd 

With rafh prefumption ; and with courage true. 
Rather than ftep from Virtue's paths afide. 
Oft had he fingly fcom'd his all-difmaying pride. 

m^felf (fays Plutarch, in his life of Lycurgus) ha've feen 
federal of them endure whipping to death, at the foot of the 
altar of 'D'i2inz fumamed Orthiz., 

y Lay^ mead. « Embafd^ bathed, dipt. ■ Stour, 
Honble, misfortune, ^c. 
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LI. 

Eftfoons afloniih'd at th' alarming found; 
The fignal of diftrefs and hoftile wrong; 
Confafedly trooping from all quarters round; 
Came pouring o'er the plain a numerous throng 
Of every fex and order, old and young ; 
The va^ls of great CirsToni's wide domain. 
Who to his lore inur'd by ufage long. 
His every fummons heard with pleafure fain, 

And felt his every wound with fympathetick pain. 

LII. 
They, when their bleeding king they did behold* 
And (aw an armed Knight him flanding near. 
Attended by that Palmer fage and bold ; 
Whofe vcnt'rous fearch of devious Truth while-ear 
Spread through the realms of Learning horrors drear^ 
Y-feized were at firft with terrors great i 
And in their boding hearts began to fear^ 
Diffention fadUous, controverfial hate. 

And innovations ftrange in Custom's peaceful flate. 

Lm. 

But when they law the Knight his fauchion iheathe. 
And climbiAg to his deed march thence away^ 
With all his hofHle train, they *gan to breathe 
With freer fpirit, and with aipedt gay 



Soon 
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Soon chaced the gathering clouds of black affray. 
Alfe their great monarch, cheared with the view 
Of myriads, who confefs his fovran fway. 
His rufHed pride began to plume anew ; 

And on his bagle clear a flrain of triumph blew. 

LIV. 
There-at the multitude, that ftood around. 
Sent up at once a univerfal roar, ' 
Of boiilerous joy : the fudden-burfting found. 
Like the explofion of a warlike fbre 
Of nitrous grain, th* afflidled ^ welkin tore. 
Then turning towards the Knight, widi fcoffingslewd. 
Heart-piercing infults, and revilings fore. 
Loud burils of laughter vain, and hiiles rude. 

As through the throng he pafsM, his parting fteps purfued. 

LV. 
Alfe from {t\2Lt forked hill the boafled feat 
Of ftudious Peace^ and mild Pbilofopby^ 
Indignant murmurs mote be heard to threat, 
Muilering their rage ; eke baleful Infamy ^ 
Rouz*d from her den of bafe obfcurity 
By thofe fame Maidens Nine, began to found 
Her brazen trump of black'ning obloquy : 
While Satire^ with dark clouds encompafl round. 

Sharp, fecret arrows ihot, and aim'd his back to wound. 

k Welkin, fky. 
, Vol. IV. C LVL But 
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LVI. 

But Ae brarc Fairy Knight no whit difmayM 

Held on hh peaceful journey o'er the plain ; 

With curious eye oWerving, as he ftrayM 

Through the wide provinces of GusrbM*8 rcigtt> 

What mote afrelh a^monifh him remain 

Fail by his virtuous purpbfe ; all around 

So many objeds mov*d his juft difdain ; 

Him feem'd that noting ferious^ nothing (bund 
In city, village, bow'r, or caftle mote be fotmd. 

LVil. 

In village, city, calUe, bow^r and hall. 

Each fex, each age, each order and degree^ 

To vice and icHe (port abandoned alU 

Kept one perpetual general jubilee. 

Ne fufiered ought difturb idieir merry glee ; 

Ne icnfe of private lofs, lie publick woes, 

Reflraint of law. Religion's drad decree, 

Intefline cfefolatioii', foreign fees, fthrows. 

Nor heav'n's t^ihpeftnons threats^ nor earth's convulfivc 

LVm. 

But chiefly they V^hrtn Heav'n's diljiteltejj h:and ' 

Had feated high on Fortune's upper fbige; 

And plac'd within dieir call dte facred b^tl 

That waits on Natu^ imd Inffatrdion fage» 



[35 V 

If happy their wife 1 hefts ndote them engage 
To climb thfOQgh knowledge t6 more noble pralfe; 
And as they momit, enlighten every age 
WM the brr^t influence of fair Viftue's rays ; 

Which from the aweftd heights of Grasdeti^ brighter blaze. 

UX. 
They, O ptrvt^ Mid bafe ingratitude ! 
Defpifmg the gteat eUfds of Providence, 
For which above their nuites they were endued 
With wealth, authority, and eminence. 
To the low icrvices of brutal fenfe 
Abufed fte means of pfeafures titntfte tvfih'd. 
Of knowledge, virtue, and beneficence ; 
And fetterttag oh her thwme th* rmmortafl mind. 

The gmdance-^f her realm to paffions wild refign'd. 

LX* 
Hence iSionghtlefs, fhaifielefs, red^fs, ^irltleis) 
Nought worthy of their kind dad tbey a&ky ; 
But or benumb'd with palfied Idlenefe 
In mceily living loitel-'d life away. 
Or by falfe tafte of pleacTure led aftray, 
For-ever wandring in the fenfual bow*r$ 
Of femiih Dcbaudi, and luftful Play, 
Spent on ignoble toils Aeir alftive pow'rs. 

And with untimely blafb difeas'd t^eir vernSal hOiff». 

^ liefis, bebifis^ precepts, commands. 

C 2 LXL Ev^n 
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LXI. 
Ev'h they to^hom kind Nature did accord 
A^ frame more delicate, and purer mind, 
7^hough the foul brothel and the wine-ftain*d board 
Of beaftly Camus loathing they declin'd. 
Yet their foft hearts to idle joys reiign'd ; 
Like painted infefts, through the fummer-air 
With random flight aye ranging unconfin'd ; 
And tailing every flower and bloflbm fair, 

Withouten any choice, withouten any care. 

LXII. 
For choice them needed none, who only fought 
With vain amufements to beguile the day ; 
And wherefore fhould they take or care or thought. 
Whom Nature prompts, and Fortune xalls to play ? 
** Lords of the earth, be happy as ye may ! 
So learn'd, fo taught the leaders of mankind ; 
Th' uQreafoning vulgar willingly obey. 
And leaving toil and poverty behind. 

Ran forth by different ways the blifsful boon to find, 

Lxni. 

Nor tedious was the fearch ; for every where. 
As nigh great Custom's royal tow'rs the Knight 
Pafs'd through th' adjoining hamlets, mote he hear 
The merry voice of feftival Delight 



Saluting 
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Saluting the return of morning bright 
With matin-revels, by the mid-day hours 
Scarce ended ; and again with dewy night. 
In cover'd theatres, or leafy bow'rs 

Offering her evening-vows to Plea/ure^s joyous pow'rs. 

LXIV. 
And ever on the way mote he efpy 
Men, women, children, a promiicuous throng 
Of rich^ poor, wife and fimple, low and high. 
By land, by water, paffing aye along 
With mummers, anticks, muiick, dance and fbng. 
To Plea/ure\ numerous temples, that befide 
The gliilening (beams, or tufted groves among. 
To every idle foot ftood open wide. 

And every gay deiire with various joys fupplied. 

LXV. 
For there each heart with diverfe charms to move. 
The fly inchantrefs fummoned all her train : 
Alluring Fenus^ queen of vagrant love. 
The boon companion Bacchus loud and vain. 
And tricking Hermes^ god of fraudful gain. 
Who, when blind Fortune throws, diredb the die. 
And Pbcehus tuning his foft Lydian drain 
To wanton motions, and the lover^s figh. 

And thought-beguiling fhew, and maiking revelry. 



C 3 LXVI. Un- 
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LXVI. 

Unmeet zffocis^tQ^ there for noble youths 
Who to trup honour mesM^eth to afpire ; 
And for the works of virtu^^ faith, ^d truth 
Wpuld ke^phi3 manly faculties entire. 
The which avizing well, the cautious fire 
From that {ohjtren-land of Ple4{fciUM^e vain. 
With timely haile wa^ minded tQ retire* 
m Or qre the fweet contagion ^lote attain 
(lis fon's unpra£Uc'd heart, yet froe frpm vicious fiaiii, 

LXVII, 
So turning from that beaten road afide» 
Thro^gh many a devious path at length he paced. 
As that experienced Pahmr did him guide/ 
'Till to a mountain hoare they come at laft ; 

Whofe high-rais'd forow^ with filvan honours graced, 
Majpfticftlly frpw«'4 upPA the plam. 
And over aU an awefftl howour caft. 

Seem'd as thofe yiUas gay it did dUHaiA* 
Which fpangled aU the vale like Fhr^^ painted train, 

Lxvm. 

The hill amended ftrait, ere-while they came 
To a tall grove, whofe thick-embpw^ring ihade. 
Impervious to the fun's meridian 0ame 
]^y'n at midrooon a dubious twilight made ; 

« Oreret before. 

Like 
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Like to that fbber light, which difarray'd 
Of ail its gorgeous robe, with blunted beams. 
Through windows dim with holy a£ls pourtray'd. 
Along fome cloifter'd abby faintly gleams, 

AbfiradUng the rapt thought from vain earth-muiing themes. 

LXIX. 
Beneath this high o'er-arching canopy 
Of dufPriag oaks, a iilvan colonnade. 
Aye M'ning to the native melody 
Of bird^ fweet-echoing through the lonely ihade. 
On to the centre of thp grove they ftray*d ; 
Which, in a fp^bcious circle opening round. 
Within it's flielf ring arms fecurely laid, 
Difdbs'd ito fadden view a vale profound. 

With Nature's artle£ £b^iles and tranquil beUutics crown'd. 

LXX. 
There, on the bafis of an ancient pile, 
Whofe crp6 ri}i:Biounted ^ire o'erlook'd the wood, 
A renen^blfs Mati^on they ere-while 
Diibover'd have, beiide a murm'ring flood 
Reclining in right fad and peniive mood. 
Retir'd wi^i^i her own abftraded breafl:. 
She ieent'd o^er various woes by turns to brood ; 
Tl^e which her changing cliear by turns exprefl:. 

Now glowing with difdain, with grief now n over-keft. 

^ Over 'hefty for over-caft. 

C 4 LXXI. Her 
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LXXL 

Her thus immers'd in anxious thought profound 
When-as the Knight perceiv'd, he nearer drew ; 
To weet what bitter bale did her aftound. 
And whence th* occafion of her anguifli grew. 
For that right noble Matron well he knew ; 
And many 'perils huge, and labours fore 
Had for her fake endured ; her vaflal true, 
Train'd in her love, and pra6ticed evermore 
Her honour to Tcfpeft, and reverence her lore. 

LXXII. 
O deareft drad I he cried, fair ijland queen / 
Mother of heroes ! emprefs of the main ! 
What means that ftormy brow of troublous teen ? 
® Sith heav*n-born Peace^ with all her fmiling train 
Of fciences and arts, adorns thy reign 
With wealth and knowledge, fplendour and renown ? 

Each port how throng'd ! how fruitful every plain ! 
How blithe the country ! and how gay the town ! 

While Liberty fecures and heightens every boon ! 

LXXIIL 
Awaken'd from her trance of penlive woe 
By thefe fair Mattering words, fhe rais'd her head ; 
And bending on the Knight her frowning brow, 
Mock'il thou my forrows, Fairfs Son f ihe faid. 

« Sith, fince. 

Or 
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Or is thy judgment by thy heart miiled 
To deem that certain, which thy hopes fuggeft ? 
To deem them full of life and P luftihead, 
Whofe cheeks in Heb^s vivid tints are dreft. 

And with Jcy's carelefs mien, and dimpled fmiles impreft ? 

LXXIV. 
Thy unfufpefting heart how nobly good 
I know, how fanguine in thy country's caufe ! 
And mark'd thy virtue, fingle how it flood 
Th' aflaults of mighty Custom, which o*er-awcs . 
The faint and timorous mind, ^and oft withdraws 
From Reafon\ lore th' ambitious and the vain 
By the fweet lure of popular applaufe, 
Againfl their better knowledge, to maintain 

The lawlefs throne of Ficey or Folly\ childifh reign. 

LXXV. 
How vaft his influence ! how wide his fway ! 
Thy felf ere- while by proof didft underftand : 
And faw'ft, as through his realms thou took'ft thy way. 
How Vice and Folly had o'er-fpread the land. 
And can'ft thou then, O Fairfs Son^ demand 
The reafon of my woe ? or hope to eafe 
The throbbings of my heart with fpeeches bland* 
And words more apt my forrows to increafe. 
The once-dear names of Wealthy and Liberty j and Peace} 

p Luftihead^ (bong health, vigour. 

LXXVI. Peace, 
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Peact^ Wealthy and Liiertyy th^ RObfeft boon. 
Are bldTmgs only to th^ 'wi/i TcitkigooJ. 
To weak and vicious minds their woith unknown 
Axid thence abufed but 6^nft to furniih fbpd 
For riot and debauch, and fire the blood 
With high-(piced luxury ; whence firife, debate, 
AmbitioUy envy, Faiftion's vip'rous brood. 
Contempt of order, manners profligate ; 
The fysnptoms of 9 S^ul, diiejifed ^j^<i bloated ibite. 

» 
Ev'n Wit s^nd Getuusy with their learned train 

Of Arts and Nf ufes, though from heav^ above 
Defcended, when their talents they prophane 
To vamiih folly, kindle wantmi love. 
And aid excentrick fceptic Fride to rove 
Beyond ccthftial Trufh^s attractive {phcre^ 
This moral j^m's central Jimy ay^ prove 
To their fond vot^ies a curjie feyeis. 
And only n^ake ipg^nkind nqpre obftinately en*. 

LXXVIU. 
And ftand my (hm herein from ceniiire clear ? 
Have Thiey confider^i well, and underftood 
The ufe and impgjt of tWe blefli^gs de^, 
Wbic}i ijg^ fp^i i9r4 of llffifri^ \^ bcftpw'd 



As 
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As well to prove, as to reward the good ? * 
Whence are thefe torrents theiiy theie b^owy Tea) 
Of vicei in which, as in his proper flood. 
The fell leviathan licentious plfys. 
And upon Ihip-wr^k'd faith, ^^4 ft^rfng virt^« pif yt ? . 

LXXIX. 
To you, ye Noble, Opulent a^d Greg( ! 

Witl^ friendly voice { pall, and kon^ft z^il ! 
Upon yopr vital influen^js wait 
The health mA fi^knrfs of tH^ ^ipmo^rweal I 
The maladies you caufe, yoi^lves muft heal, 
In^ain to the unthin^ng b%r4en'4 Ppw4 
Will Truth ^d iJ*^» make thw juft appwl ; 
In vain ^TXH/dcv^d Ififihm ^ 4U>ttd ; 
And Jufifce dr^wfe W "vm Iw vcng^fvl fww4 ^ Ucfii. 

With You mufl re&tr^^atio;^ ^Ol ^ke pl^ : 
You are the he^4 ik^ i|i^Ue^Hal vmA 
Of this vaft body pp^ti^k i wtpfe b^fc^ 
. And vulgar %b^ to 4w4gwy W^figw'd, 
All the rich flores of S^i^qiHTf i^^vc reiign'd 
To You, th^ t)y t^l^ C^aftfow's v^QVW tPit 
The fear-vfOftt fngwfj?, ^ fwe^ti^ WwU 

In p^^ 4fi4 ^Mmm mmm^i^it ^^ wbjie 
You> for yourfelvQfi M tkiou inay ifP^ lh« 9M^tfil fo9^ 

LXXXI. B«-: 
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LXXXI. 

Bethink you then, my children, of the truft 
In you reposM : ne let your heav'n-bom mind 
Confume in pleafure, or unadlive ruft ; 
But nobly roufe you to the tafk affign'd, 
The godlike tafk to teach and mend mankind : 
Learn that ye may inftruft : to virtue lead 
Yourfelves the way : the herd will crowd behind. 
And gather precepts from each worthy deed : 
*^ Example is a leflbn, that all men can read. 

LXXXII. 
But if (to All or Mod I do not fpcak) 
In vain and fenfual habits now grown old. 
The ftrong Circtean charm you Cannot break. 

Nor re-aflume at will your native 9 mould. 

Yet envy not the ftate, you could not hold ; 

And take compaffion on the riiing age : 

In them redeem your errours manifold ; 

And, by due difcipline and nurture (age. 
In Virtue's lore betimes your docile fons engage. 

LXXXin. 
( You chidly, who like me in fecret mourn 

The prevalence of Custom lewd and vain; 

And you, who, though l>y the rude torrent borne 

Unwillingly along you yield with pain 

"iMouUt ihape, form. 

To 
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To his behells, and adb what you difdain, 
Yet nourilh in your hearts the gen'rous love 
Of piety and truth, no more reflrain 
The manly zeal ; but all yOur finews move 

The prefent to reclaim, the future race improve ! 

LXXXIV. 
Eftfoons by your joint efforts fliall be quell'd 
Yon haughty GrANT, who fo proudly fvvays 
A fceptre by repute alone upheld ; 
Who where he cannot diflate flrait obeys. 
Accuftom'd to conform his flattering phrafe 
To numbers and high-plac'd authority. 
Your party he will join, your maxims praife. 
And drawing after all his menial fry. 

Soon teach the general voice your aft to ratify. 

LXXXV. 
Ne for th' atchievement of this great emprize. 
The want of means or counfel may ye dread. 
From my Twin-Daughters' fruitful wombs fhall rife 
A race of letter'd lages, deeply read 
In Learning's various writ : by whom y-led 
Through each weH cultur'd plot, each beaiiteoos grove. 
Where antique Wifdom whilom wont to tread. 
With mingled glee and profit may ye rove. 

And cull each virtuous plant, each tree of knowledge prove. 



LXXXVL Your- 
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Lxxxvr. 

. Yourfelves with virtue thUs^ttd ioiowledge fraught 
Of what, in andcnt days of g66d or grtfat 
Hiftorians, bafd3> ^itofophtfs have tstnght | 
Join'd with whatever elfe oF ihodem date 
Maturel* judgment, fearch more accurate 
Difcover'd have of Nature, Man, and God, 
May by new laws reform tSe time-worn ftatc 
Of cell-bred difcipline, and ftnoothc the road 
Th^t leads thpoiighi««r»f«^'s vale to J^i/2^'s bright abbde* 

Lxxxvn. 

By you invited to her fecret bowers 
Then fhall P^dia i<eafc<5nd her throfte 
With vivid laurds girt and fragrant flow'rs ; 
While frbm thfeir forked mount de(cehding down 
Yon fupercilious pedant train ftiall own 
Her empife piraSibunt, ere long by Her 
Y-taught a lefRfn iti their (bhools unknown, 
« To Le^nin^B richeft tr'eafures to prefer 
<* The knomiledge of the nuorldi and iHaffs great hufinefs ihere^ 

LXXXVHL 
"^ ^itis priihe ibience, as the fin^ end 
Of all, her difcipline, and ntirtuting calte. 
Her eye PifeoiA fixing aj^ fhidl behd 
Her eveiy tJwught «nd ^ort tb prepaid 



Her 
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Her tender pupils for the various war. 
Which Vice and Folly fhall updn them wage^ 
As on the perilous march of life they fare 
With prudent lore fore-arming every age 
tjainfl i*lllr«/«rp's treacherous joys jand Pmn^s embattled rage. 

Lxxxrx. 

Then ihall my youthful fons, to Wifdom led 
By fair example and ingenuous praife. 
With willing feet the paths o^ Duty tread ; 
Through die world's intricate or rugged ways 
Condudied by Religion*^ facred rays ; 
Whofe foul-invigorating influence 
Shall purge their minds from all impure allays * 
Of fordid fdfifhnefs and brutal fenfe, 

And fwell th' ennobled heart with bleft benevolence, 

XC. 
Then alfo fhall this emhhmattck piky 
By tnagtck ^hildtti fram'd to fympathize 
With all the fortunes df this changeful ifle. 
Stilly as my fbns in fame and virtue rife. 
Grow with their growth, and to th' applauding fkies 
It's radiant crofs up-lift ; the while, to grace 
The multiplying nichesy frefh fupplies 
Gi tvorthies ihall (ucceed, with equal pacd 

Aye following their Jires in virtue's glorious race. 



XCI. Fir'd 
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XCI. 
Fir'd with th' idea of her future fame 
She rofe majeftick from her lowly fled ; 

^ While from her vivid eyes a fparkling flame 
Out-beaming, with unwonted light o'erfpread 
That monumental pile ; and as her head 
To every front Ihe turn'd, difcover'd round 
The venera.ble forms of heroes dead ; 
Who for their various merit erft renown'd. 

In this bright fane of glory ihrines of honour found. 

XCIL 
On ihefe that royal dame her ravifh'd eyes 
Would often feaft ; and ever as fhe fpy'd • 
Torth from the ground the lengtl^ning ^ruHure rife 
With neiM-plac^d ftatues deck'd on every fide, 
Her parent-breaft would fwell with gen'rous pride. ' 
And now with her in that fequefter'd plain. 
The Knight awhile conftraining to abide. 
She to the Fairy Touth with pleafure fain 

Thokfculptur'd chiefs didlhew, and their great lives explain.r 

^ Great lives explain.] / cannot forbear taking occafion 
from thefe luords to make my acknonjuledgements to the ^writers 
of Biographia Britannica, for the pleafure and prof 1 1 ha've 
lately received from perujing the fwo frft njolumes of that 
ufeful and entertaining ivorky of njuhich the monumental 
ibudlur^ above mentioned ^ decorated voith the fiatues £^ great 
and good men^ is no improper emblem. This ivork, ivhich 
contains the lives of the moft eminent perfbns, who have 
flourifhed in Great Britain and Ireland^ from the earlieft 
ages, down to the prefent time, appears to me^ as far as 

it 
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tt has hitherto gone^ to he executed nvith great fpirit, ac* 
curacy,, and, judgment ; and defemjesy in my opinion^ to be 
encouraged hy ali, ivho ha*ve at heart the honour of their 
eountfy, nmd that of their particular families, and friends \ 
and 'who can any ivays ajpft the ingenious and laborious au- 
thorsf to render as perfe<S as pajfible, a dejign fo apparently 
calculated to femje the publick<t by fetiing in the truejl and 
fuUeft light the charaSers of perfons already generally^ 
though perhaps too indiftinSily knoijun ; and re*vi*ving from ob^ 
fcurity and obli'vion, examples of pri^vate and retired me- 
rity ivhichy though lefs glaring and oftentatious than the 
former^ are not, ho^weifer, of a lefs extenji've or lefs benefi- 
cial influence^ To thofe, ivho may happen not to ha«ve feen 
this repofitory of Britifh glory ^ I cannot gi<ve a better idea 
ofitf than in the follo^wing lines o/* Virgil : 

Hie manus ob patriam pugnando vulnera paffi ; 
C^v^tfacerdotes cafti, dum vita manebat ; 
Quique pii nfates & Phcebo dign4 locuti ; 
Inruentas aut qui 'vitam excoluere per artes ; 
Quique^/ meniores alios fecere merendo.- 

Virg. iEn. L. 6. 

The End of the First CANTO. 
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WILLIAM PERRY, Efq; 



AND 



The Hcmourable Mrs. Elizabeth Perry. 



By the late Mr. F. Coventry, 

GE NIU S of Penftiurft old ! 
Who faw'll the birth of each immortal oak. 
Here facred from the iboke ; 
And I thyal tenants of yon turrets bold, 
Infpir'ft to arts or arms ; 
Where » Sidney his Arcadian landfcape drew. 
Genuine from thy Doric view ; 
And patriot ^ Algernon unfiiaken rofe ' 
Above infulting foes ; 
And SaccharifTa nurs'd her iangel charms : 



Sir Philip Sidney. 



b Algernon Sidney. 
5 Ofufler 
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t) fuffer me with fober tread 

^o enter on thy holy ihade ; 

Bid fmof thly-gliding Medway Hand, 

And wave his fedgy treffek bland, 

A ftranger let him kindly greet. 

And pour his urn beneath my feeti 

And fee where Perry opes his door 

To land me on the focial floor ; 

Nor does the heirefs of thefe fh^es deny 

To bend her bright majefbic feye^ 

Where Beauty fhines, and Friendfhlp warnli 

And Honpur in t female form^ 

With them in aged groves to walk. 

And lofe my thoughts in artle& talk> 

t fliun the voice of Party Idud, 

I fhun loofe Pl^fure's idle crowds 

And monkifh academic cell> 

Where Science only feigns to dwcU^ 

And court, where fpecklcd Vanity 

Apes herlricks in tawdry dye* 

And fhifts each houi- her tinfcl hue^ 

Still furbelow'd in follies new; 

Here J^ature no diftortion wears. 

Old Truth retains his filyer hairs^ 

And Chaftity her matroQ Sep, 

And purple Health her rofy lip. 

Ah ! on the virgin*s gentle brov^ 

How looocexice 4eiights to g{ow I 

- D i Unlike 
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Unlike the town^dame's haughty air. 

The fcornful eye and harlot's ftare ; 
But bending itiild the bafhful front 
As modeft Fear is ever wont : 
Shepherdeffes fuch of old 
Doric bards enamour'd told. 
While the pleas'd Arcadian vale 
Echo'd the enchanting tale. 

But chief of Virtue's lovely train, 
A penfive exile on the plain. 
No longer adtive now to wield ' ^/ 

Th* avenging fword, protefting fhidd. 
Here thoughtfol-walking Liberty 
Remembers Britons once were free. 
With her would Nobles old converfe. 
And learn her di^tes to rehearfe. 
Ere yet they grew refin'd to hate 
The hofpitable rural feat. 
The fpacious hall with tenants ilor'd. 
Where Mirth and Plenty crown'd the board ; 
£re yet their Lares they f^ribok. 

And loft the genuine Britiih look. 

The confdous brow of inward merit, • 

The rough, unbending, martial fpirit. 
To dink the chain of Thraldom gay, . 
And court-idolatry to pay ; 
To live in dty fmoaks obfcnre. 
Where morn ne'er wftk^s her; breezes pure^ 

Where 
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Where darkeft midnight reigns at noon. 
And fogs eternal blot the fun. 

But come, the minutes flit away. 
And eager Fancy longs to ftray : 
Come, friendly Genius ! lead me round 
Thy fylvan haunts and magic ground ; 
Point every fpot of hill or dale. 
And tell me, as we tread the vale. 

Here mighty Dudly once wou'd rove. 

To plan his triumphs in the grove : 
** There loofer Waller, ever gay, 
** With Saccharifs in dalliance lay ; 
' ^* And Philip, fide-long yonder fpring, 
** His lavifh carols wont to fing.'* 
Hark ! I hear the echoes call. 
Hark ! the rufhing waters fall ; 
Lead me to the green retreats. 
Guide me to the Mufes' feats. 
Where ancient bards retirement chofe. 
Or ancient lovers wept their woes. 
What Genius points to yonder ^ oak ? 
What rapture does my foul provoke ? 

c An oak in Penihurft parky planted the Jay Sir Philip 
Sidney ovA^ horn, 0/ which Ben ]ohji{on Jjf>eah in the /oU 
kwing manner : 

That tatter, tree, which of a nut luas/etj 
At his great birth ^ where all the Mufes met,, 

J> 3 there 
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There let me hang a garland high, 
There let my Mufe her accents try j 
Be there my earlieft homage paid. 
Be there my latefl vigils made : 
For thou waft planted in the earth 
The day that (hone on Sidney's birth, 
That happy time, that glorious day 
The Mufes came in concert gay ; 
With harps in tune, and ready fongi 
The jolly Chorus tript along ; 
In honour of th' aufpicious morn» 
To hail an infant genius bom : 
Next came the Fauns in order meet. 
The Satyrs next with cloven feet. 
The Dryads fwift that roam the woods. 
The Naiads green that fwim the floods ; 
Sylvanus left his filent cave, 
Medway came dropping from the wave ; 
Vertumnus led his blufhing fpoufe. 
And Ceres fhook her wheaten brows. 
And Mars with milder look was there. 
And laughinjg^ Venus grac'd the rear. 
They join'd their hands in feilive dance. 
And bade the finiling babe advance; 
Each gave a gift; Sylvanus laft . 
Ordain'd, when all the pomp was pait^ 
Memorial meet, a tree to grow. 
Which might to futjare ages fhcw. 



That 



C 55 I 

That on fcle6k occaiion rare, 
A troop of Gods afTerabled there : 
The Naiads water'd well the grouniy 
And Flora twin'd a wood-bine round : 
The tree fprung fall in hallowed earth, 
Co-aeval with th' illuftrions birth. 

Thus let my feet unwearied ftray ; 
Nor fatisfied with one furvey. 
When morn returns with doubtful. light. 
And Phehe pales her lamp of night. 
Still let nvB wander fort^ aasw. 
And print my footfteps on the dew, * 
What time the fwain with ruddy cheek 
Prepares to yoke his oxen meek. 
And early dreft in neat array « 

To milk-maid chanting fhrill her lay. 

Comes abroad with milking pail ; 

And the found pf diftant flail 

Gives the ear a roug^ good-morrow. 

And the lark from out his furrow 

Soars upright on matin wings. 

And at the gate of heaven fings. 
But when the fun wkh fervid ray 

Prives upwards t;o his noon of day. 

And couching oxen lay them down 

Beneath the beechen um^age brown ; 

Then let me wander in the hall, 

l^ound whofe aQtic|[ue-viiag'd wall 

D if Hangt 
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Hangs the armour Britons wore. 
Rudely caft in days of yore. 
Yon fword fome heroe's arm might wield. 
Red in the ranks of Chalgrave's field. 
Where ever-glorious Hampden bled. 
And Freedom tears of fbrrbw fhed. 
Or in the gallery let me walk. 
Where living pictures feem to talk. 
Where Beauty fmiles ferenely fair. 
And Courage frowns with martial air ; 
Tho' whifkers quaint the face difguife. 
And habiS odd to modem eyes. 
Behold what kings in Britain reignM, 
Plantagenets with blood diilain'd. 
And valiant Tudor's haughty race. 
And Stuarts, England's worft difgrace. 
The Norman firft, with cruel frown, 
Proud of his new-ufurped crown. 
Begins the lift ; and many more. 
Stern heroes form'd of rougheft ore. 
See vidlor Henry there advance, 
Ev*n in his look he conquers France ; 
And murd'riBF Richard, juftly (lain 
By Richmond's fteel on Bofworth plain ; 
See the tyrant of his wives. 
Prodigal of fkireft lives. 
And laureat Edward nurs'd in arts, 
Minerva fchool'd his kingly parts : 
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But ah ! the melancholy Jane, 
A foul too tender for a queen ! 
She finks beneath imperial fway. 
The dear-bought fcepter of a day ! 
And muA Ihe mount the (caflbld drear ? 
Hard-hearted Mary, learn to Iparc ! 
Eliza next falutes the eye ; 
Exalt the fbng to Liberty, 
The Mufe repeats the facred nam«c^ 
Eliza fills the voice of Fame. 
From thence a bafer age began. 
The royal ore polluted ran. 
Till foreign Naflau's valiant hand 
Chac'd holy tyrants from the land : 
Downward from hence defcend apace 
To Brunfwick's high, illufhious race ; 
And fee the canvas {peaks them brave. 
An injurM nation born to fave, 
A^ve in Freedom's righteous caufe. 
And confcious of a jufl applaufe. 

But chiefly pleas'd, the curious eye. 
With nice difcernment loves to try 
The laboured wonders, paffing thought. 
Which warm Italian pencils wrought ; 
Fables of love, a:nd ftories old. 
By Greek or Latian poets told ; 
How Jove committed many a rape. 
How young Afleon lofl his fhape ; 



rr' 
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Or what celeilial pen-men writy 
Or what the painter's genuine wit 
From Fancy's ftore-houfe could devife ; 
Where Raphael claims the higheft prize, 
Mctdonas here decline the head. 
With fond maternal pleafure fed. 
Or lift their lucid eyes above. 
Where more is feen than holy love. 
There temples fland difpla/d within^ 
And pillars in long order feen. 
And roofs rufh forward to the fight. 
And lamps afFed^ a living light. 
Or landfcapes tire the trav'ling eye. 
The clouds in azure volumes fly. 
The diilant trees diltinguifh'd rife. 
And hills look little in the ikies. 

When day declines, and ev'ning cool 
Begins her gentle, filent rule. 
Again, as Fancy points the way. 
Benignant leader, let me (bay : 
And wilt thou. Genius, bring along 
(So ihall my Mufe exalt h^r fong) 
The Lord who rules this ample fcene. 
His Cpnfort too with gracious mien. 
Her little offspring prattling round. 
While Echo lifps their infant found. 
And let Good-nature,, bom to pleaie, 
Waii on our fteps, and graceful Eafe j 
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Nor Mirth be wanting as we walk. 
Nor Wit to feafon fober talk ; , 
Let gay Defcription too attend. 
And Fable told with moral end. 
And Satire quick that comes by ftealth. 
And flowing Laughter, friend to Health. 
Meanwhile Attention loves to mark 
The deer that crop the (haven park. 
The fteep-brow'd hill, 'or foreft .wild. 
The floping lawns, and zephyrs mild. 
The clouds that blufh with ev'ning red. 
Or meads with filver fountains fed. 
The fragrance of the new-mown hay. 
And black-bird chanting on the fpray ; 
The calm farewel of parting light. 
And Ev'ning fad'ning into Night, 
Nor wearied yet my roving feet, 
Tho' Night comes on amain, retreat ; 
But flill abroad I walk unfeen 
Along the flar-enlighten'd green ; * 
Superior joys my foul invite. 
Lift, lift to heav'n the dazzled fight ; 
Lo, where the moon enthron'd on high. 
Sits fteady emprefs of the iky. 
Enticing nations to revere. 
And proudly vain of pagan fear ; 
Or where thro* clouds fhe travels faft. 
And feems on journey bent in hafte, 

While 
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While thoafand hand-maid flars awaity 
Attendant on their queen of date. 
'Tis now that in her high controul) 
Ambitious of a foreign rule. 
She itirs-the Ocean to rebel. 
And famous waters fond to fwell 
Guides to battle in her canr, 
*Gainft her fifter Earth to war. 
Thus let me mufe on things fuUime, 
Above the, flight of modern rhyme. 
And call the foul of Newton down. 
Where it fits high on ilarry throne. 
Inventing laws for worlds to come^ 
Or teaching comets how to roam : 
With him I'd learn of every ftar. 
But four-ey'd Pedantry be far. 
And Ignorance in garb of Senfe, 
With terms of art to make pretence. 
Hail happy foil ! illufhious earth ! 
Which gav*ft fo many heroes birth ; 
Which never wand'ring poet trod. 
But felt within th' infpiring God ! 
In thefe tranfporting, fblemn fhades, 
Firfl I falute th' Aonian maids. 
Ah lead me. Genius, to thy haunts. 
Where Philomel at ev'ning chants. 
And as my oaten pipe refounds. 
Give mufick to the foiming founds. 



A fimplc 
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A fimple fliepherd, yet unknown, 

Afpires to (hatch an ivy crown. 

On daring pinions bold to foar, 

Tho' here thy Waller^'fung before. 

And Johnfbn dipt his learned pen. 

And Sidney pour'd his fancy-flowing (Irain. 

T O T H E 

Hon, WiLMOT Vaughan, Efq; in WalIes. 

By the Same* 
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'£ diflant realms that hold my friend 
Beneath a cold ungenial Iky, 

Where lab'ring proves with weight of vapours bend. 
Of Yaving winds o'er barren mountains fly ; 
Reftore him quick to London's focial clime, 
Reflore him quick to friendfhip*, love and joy; 
Be fwift, ye lazy fleeds of Time, '^ ' - 
Ye moments, all your fpeed employ. 

Behold November's glooms arife. 

Pale funs with fainter glory fhine. 
Dark gathering tempefts blacken in the fkies, m 
And fhiv'ring woods their iickly leaves reiign. 
Is this a time on Cambrian hills to roam. 
To court difeafe in Winter's baleful reign, 

1*0 liften to th* Atlantic foam. 

While rocks repel the roaring main. 
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While horror fills the region valt, 
Rheumatic tortures Eurus brings. 
Pregnant with agues flies the northern blail:. 
And clouds drop quartans irom their flagging wingffi 
Dolt thou explpre Sabrina's fountful fource. 
Where huge Plinlimmon's hoary height afcends : 
Then downward mark her vagrant courfe. 
Till mix'd with clouds the landscape ends f 
Doll thou revere the hallowed foil 
Where Druids old fepulchred lie ; 
Or up cold Snowden's craggy fummits toil. 
And mufe on ancient favage liberty ? 
HI fuit fuch yvalks with bleak autumnal air. 
Say, can November yield the joys of May ? 
When Jove deforms the blafted year. 
Can Wallia boaft a chearful day ? 

The town expedb thee. Hark, aroundj 

Thro' every ftreet of gay refort, 
New chariots rattle with awak'ning found. 
And crowd the levees, and befiege the court.^ 
The patriot, kindling as his wars enfue. 
Now fires his foul with liberty and fame, 
Maritals his threatening tropes anew^ 
And gives his hoarded thunders aim« 
Now feats their abfent lords deplore, 
Neglefted villas empty fbmd. 
Capacious Gro'venor gathers all its flore^ 
And mighty London fwallows. up the laiid4 
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See fportive Vanity her flights begin. 
Sec ncw-Uown Foll/s plenteous harveft rife, 
S6e mimick beauties dye their (kin. 
And harlots roll their venal eyes. 
Faihions sure fet, and fops return. 
And young coquettes in arms appear ; 
Dreaming of conqueft, how their bofbms burn, 
Trick'd in the new fantaflry of the year. 
Fly then away, nor fcom to bear a part 
In this gay fcene of folly amply fpread : 
Follies well us'd refine the heart. 
And pleafures clear the ftudious head ; 
By grateful interchange of mirth 
The toils of ftudy fweeter grow. 
As varying feafbns recommend the earth. 
Nor does Apollo always bend his bow. 
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Sir THOMAS HANMER, 

On his Edition of 

Shakespear's Works- 

By Mr. WILLIAM COLLINS. 
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WHILE born to bring the Mafe's happier dayst 
A patriot's hand protefb a. poet's lays : 
While nurs'd by you (he fees her myrtles bloom. 
Green and unwither'd o'er his honour'd tomb : 
Excufe her doubts, if yet (he fears to tell 
What fecret tranfports in her bofom fwell : 
With confcious awe (he hears the critic's feme. 
And blttihing hides her wreat]} at Shakefpear's name. 

Hard 
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Hard was the lot thofe injur'd ftrains AdurM, 
Unown'd by Science, and by years obfcut'd : 
Fair Fancy wept; and echoing flghs confefs'd 
A fixt defpair in ev'ry tuneful breafh 
Not with more grief tli' afflidled fwains appear. 
When wintry winds deform the plenteous year ; 
When lingering frofts the ruin'd feats invade . 
Where Peace reforted, and the Graces pla/d. 

Each rifing art by juft gradation moves. 
Toil builds on toil, and age on age improves ; 
The M\ife alone unequal dealt her rage. 
And grac'd with noblefl pomp her earlieft ftage; 
Preferv'd thro* time, the fpeakrng fcenes impart . 
Each changeful wilh of Phaedra's tortured heart : 
Or paint the curfe, that mark'd the ^ Theban's reigny 
A bed incefloouSy and a father Aain. 
With kind concern our pitying eyes overflow. 
Trace the fad talc, and own another's woe. 

To Rome remov'd, with wit fecure to pleafe,- 
The Comic fillers kept their native eafe. 
With jealous fear declining Greece beheld 
Her own Menandcr's art almoft excelled ! 
But cv*ry Mufe cflSiy'd to raife in vain 
Some labour'd rival of her Tragic llrain;' 
nyflus' laureb, tho' transferred with toil, 
Droop'd their fair leaves, nor knew th' unfriendly foil; . 

d The CEdipus ^Sophocles. 
VoLv IV. ^ . Ai 



166'] 

As arts expired, rcfiftlefs DulneTs rofe ; 
Gothsy priefts, or Vandals, — all were Learning's foes. 
Till ^ Julius firll recalPd each exil'd maidy 
And Coimo own'd them in th* Etrurian fhade : 
Then deeply (kill'd in love's engaging theme. 
The foft Provencial pafs'd to Amo's ftream : 
With graceful eafe the wanton lyre he ftrung. 
Sweet flow'd the lays— but love was all he fang* 
The gay defcription could not foil to move ; 
For, led by nature, all are friends -to love. 

But heav'n, ftill various in its works, decreed 
The perfed boaft of time fhould laft fucceed. 
The beauteous union mufl; appear at length. 
Of Tufcan fancy, and Athenian ftrength z 
One greater Mufe Eliza's reign adorn. 
And ev'n a Shakefpear to her fame be bom ! 

Yet ah ! fo bright her morning's op'ning ny. 
In vain our Britain hop'd an equal day I 
No fecond growth the weftern ifle could bear. 
At once exhaufted widi too rich a year. 
Too nicely Johnfon knew the critic's part ; 
Nature in him was almoft loft in art. 
Of fofter mold the gentle Fletcher came. 
The next in order, as the next in name. 
With pleas'd attention 'midft his fcenes we £nd 
Each glowing thought, that warms the female mind; 

e Julius II. t^e immediate fudecejfar of l^oX, 

• m £a( 
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Each melting fighi and ev'ry tender ttfar^ 
The lover's wilhes and the virgin's fear. 
His f ev'ry ftrain the Smiles and Graces owni 
But ftronger Shakefpear felt for Man alone : 
Drawn by his pen, our ruder paflions Hand 
'Th' unrival'd pidure of his early hand* 

g With gradual fteps, and flow, exadler Fraince 
Saw Art's fair empire o'er her ftiores advance : ^ 
By length of toil a bright perfedUon knew, 
Corre6Uy bold, and jufl in all flie drew. 
Till late Comeille, with h Lucan's fpirit iir'd, 
treath'd the fipee ftrain, as Rome and He infpir'd : 
And daflic judgment gain'd to fweet Racine 
The temp'rate ilrength of Maro's chaHer line^ 

But wilder far the Britifh laurel fpread. 
And wreaths lefs artful crown our poet's head. 
Yet He alone to ev'ry fcene coidd give 
Til* hiftorian's truth, and bid the manners live^ 
Wak'd at his call I view, with glad furprize, 
MajelHc forms of mighty monarchs rife. 

^ 7heir chma3ers an thus diftiriguijhedhy Mr. Dfyden.* 
Z J^out tJhe time of ShzkeCpeaTy the poet Hardy w^j /rf 
great repute in France. He ij^rotey according to Fontenelle, 
Jhc hundred plays, the French poets after him applied them-- 
fehves in general to the correSi improvement of the ftage^ 
ivhicb fwas alniofi totally difregarded by thofe of our ouan 
eountryy Johiifon excepted* 

h Thefavourite author $fthe elder Corneille. 

E ^. There 
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There Henry's trumpets fpread their loud alarms. 
And laurel'd Conqueft waits her hero's arms. 
Here gentler Edward claims a pitying figh. 
Scarce born to honours, and fo foon to die ! 
Yet (hall thy throne, unhappy infant, bring 
No beam of comfort to the guilty king : 

The i time fhall come, when Glo'fter's heart ftiall bleed 

In life's laft hours, with horror of the deed : 

When dreary vifions fhall at laft prefent 

Thy vengeful image in the midnight tent , 

Thy hand unfeenthe fecret death fhall bear. 

Blunt the weak fword, and break th' opprefTive fpear. 

Where'er we turn, by Fancy charm'd, we find 
Some fweet illufion of the cheated mind. 
Oft, wild of wing, fhe calls the foul to rove 
With humbler nature, in the rural grove ; 
Where fwains contented own the quiet fcene, , 
And twilight fairies tread the circled green : 
Drefs'd by her hand, the Woods and.ValKes fmile, 
And Spring difFufive decks th' inchanted ijle. 

O more thaji all in pow'rful genius bleft. 
Come, take thine empire o'er the willing breafl ! 
Whate'er the wounds this youthful heart fhall feel. 
Thy fongs fupport me, and thy morals heal ! 

i Tempus erit TurnOf magno cum optaverit emptum 
Jnta^um pallanta, iS^c. 
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There ev'ry thought the poet's warmth may rai(c. 

There native mufick dwells in all the lays, 

O might fome verfe with happieft fkill perfuade 

Expreffive Pidlure to adopt thine aid ! 

What wond'rous draughts might rife from ev'ry pagel 
What other Raphaels charm a diftant age ! 

Methinks ev'n now I view fome free defign. 

Where breathing Nature lives in ev'ry line : 

Chafte and fubdu'd the modeft lights decay. 

Steal into fhades, and mildly melt away. 

And fee, where k Anthony in tears approv'd. 

Guards the pale relicks of the chief he lov'd : 

0*er the cold corfe the warrior feems to bend. 

Deep funk in grief, and mourns his murder'd friend ! 

Still as they prefs, he calls on all around. 

Lifts the torn robe, and points the bleeding woundf . ; 

But 1 who is he, whofe brows exalted bear 
A wrath impatient, and a fiercer aTr ? ; 

Awake to all that injur'd worth can feel. 
On his own Rome he turns th' avenging fleel. 
Yet fliall not War's infatiate fury fall, 
(So hcav'n ordains it) on the deftin'd walL 
Sec the fond mother 'midll the plaintive train 
Hung on his knees, and profbate on the plain I 

k See the tragedy o/* Julilis Caefar. 

1 Coriolanus. See Mr. Spence'j dialogue on the Odyfley. 

\ 
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Toudi'd to the foul, in vain he ftrives to hide 

The Ton's afFeftion, in the Roman's pride : 

O'jcr jll the man conflifting paffions rife, 

^age grafps the fword, while Pity inelts the eyes, 
Thus, gcn'rous Critick, as thy Bard infpircs, 

The fiiler Arts (hall nurfe their drooping fires ; . 

Each from his foenes her flores alternate bring, ^ , 
Blend the fair tints, or wake the vocal ftring : 
Thoie Sibyl-leaves, the fport of ev'ry wind» 
(For poets ever were a carelefs kind) 
By thee difposM, no fkrther toil demand, 
^ut, juft to Nature, own thy forming hand. 

So fpread o'er Greece, th' harmonious whole unknown^ 
Ev'n Homer's numbers charm'd by parts alone. 
Their own Ulyffes fcarce had wander'd more. 
By wiiidf and water cail on ev'ry fhore : 
When rais'd by Fate, fome former Hanmer join'd 
Each beauteous imagd of the boundlels mind : 
And bade, like thee, his Athens evet claim 
^ fond alliance with the Pdtt's name* 
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SONG 

^ FROM 

Shakespear's Cymbelyne. 

Sung by Guiderus and Arvirag.us over 
FiDELE, fuppofed to be dead. 

By the Same. 

I. 

TO fair Fidde^s grafTy tomb 
Soft in^dds, and village Ixinds fliall bring 
Each op'ning fweet, of earlie^ bloom, - * 
And rifle all the breathing Spring. 

n. 

No Wailing ghoft fliaK dare appear 
To vex with Surieka thiB quiat grove : 

But (hepherd ladsailbmbie here. 
And melting virgins own their love. 
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No withered witch (hall here be feen, 
Nl» goblins lead their nightly crew : 
"The female fays fhall haunt the green, 
Aijd drcfs thy grave with pearly dewl 

IV. 
The red-breaft oft at ev'ning hours 

Shall kindly lend his little aid : -^ 

With hoary mofs, and gather'd flow'rs. 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 
. ' V. 
When howling winds, and beating rain. 

In tempcfts Ihake the fylvan cell : 
Or 'midft the chace on ev'ry plain-. 
The tender thought on thee fliall dwell. 
• VI. 
Each lonely fcene fhall thee reflore. 

For thee the tear be duly fhed : 
Belov'd, till life could charm no more ; 
And moum'd, till Pity's felf be dead. 
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• To Mlfs P . - - W D, 



In the Manner of Ovid. 



By die late Mn HAMMOND. 



OSay, thou dear pofleflbr of my breaft. 
Where now's my boailed liberty and reft ! 
Where the gay moments which I once have known, 

where that heart I fondly thought my own ! 
From place to place I folitary roam. 

Abroad uneafy, nor content at home. 

1 {com the beauties common eyes, adore. 

The more I view them, feel thy worth the mor« ; 
Unmov'd I hear them fpeak, or fee them fair. 
And only think on thee — who art not there. 
In vain would books their formal fuccour lend. 
Nor wit, nor wifdom can relieve their friend ; 
Wit can't deceive the pain I now endure. 
And wifdom ihow3 the ill without the cure. 
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When from thy fight I wafte the tedious day, 
A ^oufand fchemes I fornix and things to fay ; 
But when thy^refence gives the time I feek. 
My heart's fo full, I wifli, but cannot fpeak. 

And cou'd I {peak with eloquence and eafe. 
Till now not ftudious of the axt to pleafe, 
Cou'd I, at woman who fo oft exclaim, 
Expofe (nor bluih) thy triumph and my ihame». 
Abjure thofe maxims I fo lately priz'd. 
And court that fex I foolifhly defpis'd. 
Own thou haft ft>fte»'d lay obdurate mind. 
And thou reveng'd the wrongs of womankind : 
Loft were my words, and fruitlefs aU xpy paia^ 
In vain to tell thee all I write in vain ; 
My humble iigh» ihaU only reach thy ears. 
And all my eloquence fiiall be my tears. 

And now (for niore I never muft pr«tead)^ 
Hear me not as thy lover, bat thy ^cnd ; 
Thoufands will fain thy little hearfr enGaire, 
For without danger none Hke thee are &r ; 
But wifely chufe who bcft Serves thy fianAe^ 
So fhall the choice itielf becon^ thy hsat ; 
Nor yet defpHc, tho' void of winmng ait. 
The plain and honeft courdhip of the heart : 
The ikilful longue in love's perfuafive lore, 
Tho' lefs it feels, will pleaib and flatter moret 
And meanly learned in that gmilty trade 
Can long abofe a {bndy unthinking maidt 
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And iincc their lips, fo knowing to deceivCf 
Thy unexperienc'd youth might fbon believe. 
And fince their tears in falfc fubmiffion dreft 
Might thaw the icy coldnefs of thy breaft, 
O ! fhj^t thine eyes to fuch deceitful woe ; 
Caught by the beauty of thy ontw^d (how. 
Like me they do not love, whatever they feeHi, 
Like me — !— with paffion founded on efteem. 
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Ai^wer to the foregoing Lixies^ 

By the late Lord HERVEY^ 



TO O wen theie lines ^at fatal truth declare. 
Which long I've known, yet now^ blufh to heaiTt 
tut fay, what hopes thy fond ill-fated love. 
What can it hope, '*tko* mutual it ihou'd prove ? 
This little form is fak in vain (or you. 
In vain for me Haj honefl heart is true-; 
For wou'fffl thou fix diihonoiur on my nane. 
And give me up to penitence and (bame i 
Or gild my ruin With ihe name of wif«. 
And make me a poor virtttotts Wretch for life : 
Cou'd'fl thou fubmit to wear the akarriage duiut 
(Too fore a cure for all thy prefent pain) 

No 
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No faffron robe for us the godhead ^vcars, 

r 

His torch inverted, and his face iii tears. 

Though ev'ry fofter wifh were amply crown'd. 

Love foon wou'd ceafe to fmile where Fortune frown'd ; 

Then wou'd thy foul my fond confent deplore. 

And blame what it follicited before ; 

Thy own exhaufted would reproach my truth. 

And fay I had undone thy blinded youth ; 

'Inat 1 had damp'd Ambition's nobler flame, 

Edips'd thy talents, and obfcur'd thy fame ; . 

To madrigals and odes that wit confin'd. 

That wou'd in fenates or in courts have ihin'd, 

Glorioufly a6tive in thy country's caufe, . W- 

Aiferting freedom, and enadUng laws. 

Or fay, at beft, that negatively kind 
You only mourn'd, and filently repin'd ; 
The jealous 42cmons in my own fbnd breaft 
• Wou'd all thefc thoughts inceffahtly fuggeft. 
And all that fenfe mull feel, tho' pity had fuppreft. 
Yet added grief my apprehcniion fills 
(If there can be addition to thofe ills) 
When they fhall cry, whofe harlh reproof I dread, 
** 'Twas thy own deed, thy folly on thy head ^ 
Age knows not to allow for thoughtlefs youth. 
Nor pities tendemefs, nor honours truth ; 
Holds it romantic to confefs a heart. 
And fay thofe virgins aft a wifer part 
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Who hofpitals and bedlams wou'd explore 

To find the rich, and only dread the poor ; 

Who legal proftitutes, for int'reft fake, 

Clodios and Timons to their bofoms take^ 

And, ff avenging heav'n permit increafe. 

People the world with folly and difeafe. 

Thofe, titles, deeds, and rent-rolls only wed, 

Wl^ilft the beft bidder mounts the venal bed, ^ 

And the grave aunt and formal fire approve 

Thds nuptiaf fale, this audlion of their love. 

But if regard to worth or fenfe be fhown. 

That poor degenerate child her friends difown. 

Who dards^ib deviate by a virtuous choice 

From her great name's hereditary vice, 

Thefe fcenes my prudence ufliers to my mind. 
Of all the ftorms and quickfands I mull find. 
If I embark upon this fummer fea, ^ * 

Where Flatt'ry fmooths, and Pleafure gilds the way; 
Had our ill fate ne^er blown thy dang'rous flame 
Beyond the limits of a friend's cold name, 
I might upon that fcore thy heart receive. 
And with that guiltlefs name my own deceive j 
That commerce now in vain you recommend, 
I dread the latent lover in the friend ; 
Of ignorance I want the poor excufe. 
And know, I both muil take, or both refufe. 

Hear then the fafe, the firm rcfolve I make. 
Ne'er to encourage one I muil forfake. 

♦ Whilfl 
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WhilA otkcr riiaids a fhamelefs path porfue^ 
Keither to intVeft, nor to honour true. 
And prou4 to fwell the triumph of their eyes^ 
Exult in love from lovers they defpife j 
Their maxims all reversed I mean to prove, 
And though I like the lover, quit the love« 

EPISTLES irfthe Manner of Ovid. 

MQNIMIA to PHII^QGLES. 

^y the Same. 

SINCE language never can defcribe iiHy pain^- 
How can I hope to move y^hen I complain ? 
But fuch if womiin's frenzy in fuHxefs, 
We love to pleads tho' hopeleis pf nsdref*. 

Perhaps, ai!edliQg ignorance, tbou'Jc ffy. 
From wheiice thefi; lines ? whofe ineiQigf to convey i 
Mock not v^ grief with that ^gn'd cold demand^ 
Too well you know the haplefs wiitei's hand : 
But if you force me to avow my fhan^. 
Behold it prefac'd with Monimia's nai|ie. 

Loft to the world, abandonM and forlorn. 
Exposed to infamy, reproach, and icoyn/ 

♦ T0 
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To mirth and comfort loft, and all for you, 

Yet loft, perhaps, to yOur remembrance too. 

How hard my lot ! what refuge can I try. 

Weary of life, and yet afraid to die ! 

Of hope, die wretch's laft refort, bereft. 

By friends, by kindred, by my lover, left. 

Oh ! frail dependence of confiding fools ! 

On lovers oaths,- or frjendftiip's facred rules 

How weak in modern hearts, too late I find, 

Monimia's fain, and Pnilocles unkind ! 

To thefe reflexions, each flow wearing day. 

And each revolving night a conftant prey. 

Think what I fufier, nor ungentle hear 

What madncfs diftates in my fond defpair ; 

Grudge not this fliort relief, (too faft it flies) 

Nor chide that weaknefs I myfelf defpife. 

One moment fure may be at leaft her dul. 

Who facrific'd her all of life for you. 

Without a frown this farewel then receive. 

For, 'tis Ac laft my haplefs love fliall givie ; 

Nor this I wou'd, if reafon cou'd command. 

But what reftriftion reins a lover's hand ? 

Nor prudence, fliame, nor pride, nor int*reft fways^ 

The hand implicitly the heart obeys : 

Too well this maxim has my condud fliewn. 

Too well that condu£l to the worid is knowa,^ 

Oft have I writ, and oftSn to the flame 
Condemn'd this aftcr-witncfs of my fliamc ; 

Oft 
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Oft in my cooler recbllefted thought, 
Hiy beauties, and my fondnefs half forgot, 
(How fhort thofe intervals for reafon's aid !) 
^hus to myfelf in anguiih have 1 faid. 

Thy vain remonftrance, foolifh maid, give o'er,' 
Who aft the wrong, can ne'er that wrong deplore, 
tfhen fanguine hopes again delufive reign, 
i form'd thee melting, as I tell my pain. 
If not of rock thy flinty heart is made. 
Nor tygers nurs'd thee in the defS-t fhade, 
Let me at leaft thy cold^oropaflion prove. 
That flender fuftenance of greedy love : 
Tho' no return my warmer wifhes find. 
Be to the wretch, tho' not the miftrefs, kind ; 
Nor whilft I court my melancholy ftate. 
Forget 'twas love, and thee, that wrought my fateV 
Without reftraiht habituate to range 
The paths of pleafure ; can I bear this change ? 
Doom'd from die world unwilL'ng to retire. 
In bloom of Iife> and warm witli young defire, 
in lieu of roofs with regal fplendor gay, 
Condemn'd in diftant wilds to drag the day ; 
Where bcafts of prey maintain their favage court,- 
Or human brutes (the word of brutes) refort. 
Yes, yes, the change I cou'd unfighing fee. 
For none I mourn, but what I find in thed^ 
There center all my woes, t% heart eftrang'd, 
I weep my lover, not my fortune, chang'd ; 

Blefs'd- 
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felefs'd with thy prefence, I could all forget. 

Nor gilded palaces in huts regret, 

But exil'd thence, fuperfluous is the refl. 

Each place the fame, my hell is in my breait; 
To pleafure dead, and living but to pain. 
My only fenfe to fufier, and complain. 

As all my wrongs diltrefsful I repeat, 
Say, can thy pulfe with equal cadence beat i 
Can'ft thou know peace ? is confcience mute within ? 
That upright delegate fof fecret fm ; 
Is nature fo extinguifh'd in thy hefrt. 
That not one fpark remains to take my part ? 
Not one repentant throb, one grateful iigh ? 
Thy breaft unruiHed, and unwet thy eye i 
Thou cool betrayer, temperate in ill ! 
Thou nor remorfe, nor thought humane can'ft feel : 
Nature has form'd thee of the rougher kind* 
And education more debas'd thy mind. 
Bom in an age when guilt and fraud prevail, 
When Juftice ileeps, and Int'reft holds the fcale ; 

v. 

Thy loofe companions a licentious crew. 

Moil to each other, all to us untrue, 

Whom chance, Or habit mix, but rafely choice. 

Nor leagu'd in friendfllip* but in focial vice, ; , - 

Who indigent of hewnour, or of fliame, 

Glory in crimes Which others bluih to name ; 

By right or wrong difdaihing to be mov'd. 

Unprincipled, unloving, and unlov'4. . , 

Vol. IV. F Tlie 
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The fair who trulls their proftitutecl vows, 

If not their falfhood, ftill their boafls expofe ; 

Nor knows the wifeft to elude the harm, 

Ev'n (he whofe prudence fliuns the tinfel charm 

They know to flander, though they fail to warm : 

They make her languifh in fidUtious flame. 

Affix fome fpecious flander on her name. 

And baflled by her virtue, triumph o'er her fame. 

Thefe are the leaders of thy blinded youth, 
Thefe vile feducers laugh'd thee out of truth ; 
Whofe fcurril jefts all'folemn ties profane. 
Or Friendfhip's band, or Hymen's facred chain ; 
Morality as weaknefs they upbraid. 
Nor even revere Religion's hallow'd head ; 
Alike they fpurn divine and human laws. 
And treat the honeft like the chriflian cauie. 
Curfe on that tongue whofe vile pernicious art 
Delights, the ear but to corrupt the heart, 
That takes advantage of the chearful hour. 
When weaken'd Virtue bends ta Nature's pow'r. 
And would the goodnefs of the foul efl^e. 
To fubftitute diflionour in her place. 
, With fuch you lofe the day in falfe delights^ 
In lewd debauch you revel out the nights, 
(O fatal commerce to Monimia's peace!) 
Their arguments convince becaufe they pieafe ; 
Whilfl fophiflry for rcafon they admit. 
And wander dazzled by die glai« of wit. 
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Wit that on ill a fpecious luftre throws. 
And in falfe colours ev'ry objeft fhows. 
That gilds the wrong, depreciating the right. 
And hurts the judgnaent, while it feafts the fight ; 
•So in a prifm to the d^hided eye 
Each piftur'd trifle takes a rainbow dye, 
With borrowed charms the (hining pfofpcd glows. 
And truth revers'd the faithlefs mirror ftiows. 
Inverted fcenes in bright confuiion lie, 
The lawns impending o'er the nether iky ; 
No juft, no real images we meet. 
But all the gaudy vifion is deceit. 

Oft I revolve in this diftra^acdmind 
&ach word, each look, that fpoke my charmer kkid ; 
feut oh ! how dear t^«ir memory I pay ! 
What pleafures paft can prefent cares allay ? 
Of all I love for ever difpoifefs'd : 
Ah ! what avails to think I once was blcfs'd ? 
Hard difpofition of unccrnalfatc! 
Mix'd are our joys, and tranfient are their date,; 
Nor can refledlion bring them back again. 
Yet brings an aftcr-fting to ev'ry pain. 

Thy fatal letters, oh immoral youth, 
Thofe perj ur*d pledges of fiftitious truth, 
(Dear as ihey were no fecond joy afford. 
My cred'ious heart once leaped, at ev'ry wOrd, 
fiAy glowing bofom throbb'd with thick-heav'd iighs. 
And floods of rapture gulh'd into my eyes ; 

F 2 When 
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When now repeated (for thy theft was vam, 
Each treafur'd fyllable my thoughts retain) 
Far other paffions rule, and dilFrent care. 
My joys and grief, my tranfports and defpair. 

Why doft thou mock the ties of conftant love? 
But half its joys the faithlefs ever prove. 
They only tafte the pleafures they receive. 
When fure the nobleft is in thofe we give. 
Acceptance is the heav'n which mortals know. 
But *tis the blifs, of angels to beftow. 
Oh ! emulate, my love, that talk divine. 
Be thou that angel, and that heav*n be mine. 

Yet, yet relent, yet intercept my fate : 

Alas ! I rave, and fue for new deceit. 

As foon the dead fhall from the grave return,. 

As love extingui(h*d with ne^ ardor burn. 

Oh ! that I dar'd to aft a Roman part. 

And Hab thy image in diis faithful heart. 

Where riveted for life fecure you reign, 

A cruel inmate, author of my pain: 

But coward-like irrefolute I wait 

Time's tardy aid, nor dare to rulh on fate ; 

Perhaps may linger on life's latell iiage. 

Survey thy cruelties, and fall by age : 

No— grief Ihall fwell my fails, and ipeed me o'er 

(Defpair my pilot) to that quiet fhore 

Where I can trail, and thou betray no more* 
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Might I but once again behold thy charms. 
Might I but breathe my laft in.thofe dear arms. 
On that lov'd face but fix my clofing eye. 
Permitted where I might not live to die. 
My foften'd fate I wou*d accufe no more ; 
But fate has no fuch happinefs in flore. 
'Tis paft, *tis done— what gleam of hope behind. 
When I can ne*er be falfe, nor thou be kind ? 
Why then this care ? — 'tis weak — 'tis vain — farewcl- 
At that lafl word what agonies I feel ! 
I feint — I die— remember I was true— ^ 
*Tis all I afk — eternally— adieu ! — 
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FLORA to P O M P E Y. 

By the Same. 

Pompey, twhen he ivas <very youngs fell in lo^e nvith Flora, 
a Roman courtexaftj <wbo ivas fo uery beautiful that the 
Romans had her painted to adorn the temple of Caftor 
and Pollux. Geminius (Pompey* s friend J afternvards 
fell in lo*ve luith her too\ hut Jhe^ p^^ff^ff^d uoith a paf- 
Jionfar Pompey, nvould not liften to Geminius. Pompey, 
in compajjion to his friend y yielded him his mijirefs, ivhich 
Flora took fo much to hearty that Jhe fell dangeroujly ill 
upon it ; and in that Jicknefs is fuppojed to ivrite the fol- 
lo-wing letter to Pompey. 

ER E death thefe clofing eyes for ever fhade, 
(That death thy cruelties have welcome made) 
Receive, thou yet lov'd man ! this one adieu. 
This laft ferewel to happinefs and you. 
My eyes o'erflow with tears, my trembling hand 
Can fcarce the letters form, or pen command : 
The dancing paper fwims before my fight. 
And fcarce myfelf can read the words I write. 
, Think you behold me in this loft eftate. 
And think yourfelf the author of my fate : 
How vaft the change ! your Flora's now become 
The gen'ral pity, not the boaft of Rome. 
This form, a pattern to the fculptor's art. 
This face, the idol once of Pompey's heart, 

(Whofe 
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(Whofe pidlur'd beauties Rome thought fit to place 

The facred temples of her gpds to grace) 

Are charming now no more ; the bloom is fled. 

The lillies languid, and the rofes dead. 

Soon fhall feme hand the glorious work deface. 

Where Grecian pencils tell what Flora was : 

No longer my refemblance they impart. 

They loil their likenefs, when I loft thy heart. 

Oh ! that thofe hours could take their turn again, 
When Pompey, lab'ring with a jealous pain. 
His Flora thus befpoke : " Say, my dear love ! 

Shall all thefe rivals unfuccefsful prove ? 
** In vain, for ever, fhall the Roman youth 
** Envy my happinefs, and tempt thy truth ? 
** Shall neither tears nor pray'rs thy pity move ? 
** Ah ! give not pity, 'tis akin to love, 
** Would Flora were not fair in fuch excefs, 
** That I might fear, tho' not adore her lefs.'* 

Fool that I was, I fought to eafe that grief. 
Nor knew indifF'rence folio w'd the relief: 
Experience taught the cruel truth too late, 
I never dreaded, till T found my fate. 
*Xwas mine to aflc if Pompey's felf could hear, 
UnmovM, hi§ rival's unfuccefsful pray'r ; 
To make thee fwear he'd not thy pity move ; 
Alas! fuch pity is no kin to love. 

•Twas thou thyfelf (ungrateful as thou art I) 
Bade me unbend the rigour of my heart : 

F 4 . ' You 
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You chid my faith, reproach'd my being true, ^ 

vUnnat'ral thought !) and laboured to fubdue 1 

The conftancy my foul maintain'd for you ; 
To other arms your miftrefs you condemn'd. 
Too cool a lover, and too warm a friend. 
How could'ft thou thus my'lavifh heart abufe. 

To alk the only thing it could refufe ? 
Nor yet upbraid me, Pompey, what I fay, 
For 'tis my merit that 1 can't obey ; 
Yet this aliedg'd againft me as a fault. 
Thy rage fomented, and my ruin wrought. 
Juft gods ! what tye, what condu6l can prevail 
O'er fickle man, when truth like mine can fail ? 

Urge not, to glofs thy crime, the name of friend. 
We know how far thofe facred laws extend ; 
Since other heroes have not blufli'd to prove 
How weak all paflions when oppos'd to love : 
Nor boaft the virtuous conflift of thy heart. 
When gen'rous pity took Geminius* part ; 
'Tis all heroic fraud, and Roman art. 
Such flights of honour might amufe the crowd. 
But by a miftrefs ne'er can be allow'd ; 
Keep for the fenate, and the grave debate. 
That infamous hypocrify of flate : 
There words are virtue, and your trade deceit 

No riddle is thy change, nor hard t* explain ; 
Flora was fond, and Pompey was a man : 
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No longer then a (pecious tale pretend. 
Nor plead fifUtious merit tojrour friend : 
By nature falfe, you foUow'd her decree. 
Nor gen'rous are to him, but falfe to me. 

You fay you melted at Geminius* tears. 
You fay you felt his agonizing cares : 
Grofs ardfice, that this from him could move. 
And not from Flora, whom you fay you love : 
You could not bear to hear your rival figh. 
Yet bear unmov'd to fee your miftrefs die. 
Inhume h3rpocrite I not thus can he 
My wrongs, and my diftrefs, obdurate, fee. 
He, who received, condemns the gift you made. 
And joins with me the giver to upbraid. 
Forgetting he's oblig*d, and mourning I'm betray'd. 
He loves too well that cruel gift to ufe. 
Which Pompey loVd too little to refufe : 
Fain would he call my vagrant lord again. 
Bat I the kind embafTador reftrain ; 
I fcom to let another take my part, ' 

And to myfelf will owe or lofe thy heart. 

Can nothing e'er rekindle love in thee ? 
Can nothing e'er extinguilh it in me ? 
That I could tear thee from this injur'd breaft ! 
And where you gave my perfbn, give the reft. 
At once to grant and punifh thy requeft. 
That I could place thy worthy rival there ! 
No fecond infult need my fondnefs fear ; 

He 
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He views not Flora with her Pompcy's eyes. 
He loves like me, he doats, defpairs, and dies. 

Come to my arms, thou dear, deferving youth ! 
Thon prodigy of man ! thou man with truth ! 
For him, I will redouble every care. 
To pleafe, for him, thefe faded charms repair j 
To crown hb vows, and fharpen thy defpair. 

Oh ! 'tis illuflon all ! and idle rage ! 
No fecond paflion can this heart engage ; 
And fhortly, Pompey, fhall thy Flora prove. 
Death may difTolve, but nothing change her love« 
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ARISBE to MARIUS Junior. 

From FoNTENELLB. By the Same. 

Jf^ifen Marias nvas expelled from Rome by Sylla*/ faBion^ 
and retired into Africa, his /on ('who accompany* d him) 
fell into the hands of Hiempfal king of Numidia, 'who 
kept him pri/oner. One of the miftrejfes of that king fell 
in lo*ve 'with Man us junior^ and ivas fo generous to con-' 
tri<ve andginje him his liberty ^ tho* by that means Jhe fa^ 
crificed her lo^efor e^er, ^Tnuas after he had rejfnrid bis 
father, that Jhe ivrit him the folloiving letter* 

I. 

OF. all I valued, all I lov'd bereft. 
Say, has my heart this little comfort left ? 
That yoa the mem'ry of its truth retain. 
And think with gratefiil pity on my pain ? 

II. 

Tho' but with life my forrows can have end, 
(For death alone can join me to my friend) 
Yet think not I repent I fet you free, 
I mourn your abfence, not your liberty. 

II. 

Before my Marius left Numidia's coafl. 
Each day I faw him ; fcarce an hour was loft : 
Now months and years muft piifs, nay life ihall prove 
But one long abfence from thfi mao I Ipve. 

IV. Painful 
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IV. 

Painful refleftion ! poyfon to my mind ! 
Was it but mortal too, it would be kind : 
But mad with grief I fearch the palace round. 
And in that madnefs dream youVe to be found. 

V. 

Would'ft thou believe it ? to thofe walls I fly 
Where thou wert captive held ; there frantick cry, 
Thefe fetters fure my vagrant's flight refbrain'd ; 

Alas ! thefe fetters I myfelf unchain'd. 

VJ. 

The live-long day I mourn, I loath the light. 
And wait impatient each returning night : ' 
What, tho' the horrid gloom augment my grief? 
'Tis grateful ftill, for I difclaim relief. 

VII. 
That coz'ner hope intrudes not on my woe ; 
One only interval my forrows know ; 
When dreams, the kind reverfers of my pain. 
Bring back my charming fugitive again. 

VIII. 
Yet there's a grief furpafling all the reft ; 
A jealous daemon whifpers in my breafl:, 
Marius was falfe ; for liberty alone 
The fliow of love the hypocrite put on. 

IX. Then 
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Then I refleft (ah ! would I could forget !) 

How much your thoughts on war and Rome were fet, 

How little paflion did that condudl prove ! 

Too ibx)ng thy reafon, but too weak thy love. 

X. 

Thy fword, *tis true, a father's cauTe demands; 
But 'twas a miftrefe gave it to thy hands : 
To love, and duty juft, give each their part. 
His be the arm, and mine be all thy heart. 

XL 
But v(hzt avail thefe thoughts ? fond wretch, give o'er! 
Marius, or falfe, or true, is thine no more : 
Since Fate has caft the lot, and we muil part. 
Why ihould I wiih to think I had his heart ? 

xn. 

Yes : let me cherifh that remembrance dill ; 
That thoi^ht alone fhall foften ev'ry ill; 
To tell my foul, his love, his truth was fuch, » 
Alf was his due, nor have I done too much, 

xm.* 

Deceitful comfort ! let me not perfuade 
My cred'lous heart its fbndnefs was repaid ; 
It makes my foul with double angui{h mourn 
Thofejoys, which never, never muH return. 

XIV. Pcr^ 
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XIV. 
Perhaps ev'n you wliat moft I wi(h oppofei 
And in the Ronuui aM the Icyver lofe : 
I'm a Numidian, and your foul difilains 
To bear th' inglorious weight of foreign chains. 

XV. 

Can any climate then fo barbVous prove. 
To ftand excluded from the laiKrs of Love t 
His empire's univerfal, unconfin'd» 
His proxy beauty, and his ilaves Hfonkindv 

XVI. 

Nor am I a Numidian but by name> 

For I can int'reft for my love difclaim : 

My virtue fhows what 'twas the gods defign'd. 

By chance on Africk's day they ftamp'd a Romanmitidi 

XVII. 
Not all the heroes which your Rbme can boaft. 
So much for fanie, as I for you have loft : 
Yourfelf I loft : oh ! grateful, then confefs^ 
My tryal greater, tho' my glory lefs. 

XVIII. 

Yes, partial gods ! inflifters of my care ! 

Be witnefs what I felt, what grief, what fear ! 

When full of ftifled woes the night he fled. 

No figh I dar'd to breathe, no tear to Ihed. 

XIX. Whilft 
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XIX. 
Whilfl men of faith approv'd, a chofen crew. 
Firm to their truft, and to their miftrefs true. 
With care too ptin6lual my commands obey. 
And in one freight my life and thee cbnyey. 

XX. 

The harder taflc was mine ; condemn'd to bear 
With brow ferene, my agonizing care ; 
lb mix in idle talk, to force a fmile, 
A king and jealous lover to beguile. 

XXI. 

Think in that dreadful interval of fate. 
All I held dear, thy fafety in debate. 

Think what I fuffer'd, whiltt my heart afraid 
Suggefts a thoufand times Aat all's betra/d. 

t XXII. 

A thoufand times revolving in my mind 
The doubtful diance ; oh ! Love ! faid I, be kfnd : 
Propitious to my fcheme, thy vo'try aid. 
And be my fbndnefs by fuccefs repaid. 

xxm. 

Now bolder grown, with fangume hopes elate. 
My fancy reprefents thy fmiling fate ; 
The guards deceived, and ev'ry danger o*er. 
The winds already waft him from the ihore. 

XXIV. Theft? 
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XXIV. 
Thefe pleafing images anew impart 
JJfe to my eyes, and gladnefs to my heart ; 
Difpel the gloomy fears that cloud my face, 
And charm the little flutterer to peace. 

XXV. 
But now the king, or taftelefs to my charms. 
Or weary of an abfent miftrcfs' arms. 
His own apartment feeks, and grateful reft ; « 

That courted ftranger to the careful breaft. 

XXVI. 

Whilft I,, by hopes and fears alternate fway'd. 
Impatient alk the flaves if I'm obey'd. 
*Tis done, they cry*d, and ftmck me with deipair ; 
For what I long'd to know, I dy'd to hear. 

xxvn. 

Fantaftick turn of a diftraded mind ; 
I blam'd the gods for having been too kind; 
Curs'd the foccefs they granted to my vows. 
And this afllftant hand that fiU'd my woes. 

xxvni. 

Such was my frenzy in that hoar of caie. 
And fuch th' injuftice of my bold defpair ; 
That even thofe, ungrateful I upbraid, 
Whofe fatal diligence my will obey'd. 

XXIX. Scarce, 
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XXIX. 
Scarce, MariuS) did thyfelf efcapc my rage ; - . 

(Moll lov'd of men !) when fears of black prefage 
Defcribe thy heart fo fond of liberty^ 
It never gave one parting throb for me. 

XXX. 

At every ftep you fhoidd have turn'd your eye, 
Dropt a regretful tear, and heav'd a figh ; 
The nature of the grace I (hew'd was fuch. 
You not deferv'd it, if it pleas'd too much. 

XXXI. 
^ A lover would have linger'd as he fled> 
And oft in anguifh to himfelf have faid, 
'Farewel for ever ! Ah ! yet more he'd done, 
A lover never would have fled alone. 

XXXII. 
To force me from a hated rival's bed, 
Why comes not Marius at an army's head f 
Oh ! did thy heart but wifh to fee that day, 
*Twould all my paft, and future woes o'erpay. 

XXXIII. 

But vain are all thefe hopes i preferve thy breafl 
From falQiood only, I forgive the reft : 
Too happy, if no envy'd rival bdaft 
Thofe joys Ari{b6 for her Marius loft. 

. Vol. IV. G ROXANA 



un 







ROXANA to USBECK, 

From Les Littres Persannes. 

By the Same. 

Roxana, one of Uibeck'j ivi-ves, ^was found ('whiffi he ^as 
in Europe) in bed iJJiih her lo'ver, lAjhom/he had pri'vately 
let into the JeragUo. Ue guardian eunuch lAikb di/co'uered 
thenty had the man murdered on the fpofy and her clofe 
guarded till he recei'ved tnjiruiiions from his mafter hew 
to difpofe of her. During that ^interval Jhe f'wallo'wed 
poyfon^ and is fuppofed to 'write the fpUo'wing letter iphilfi 
Jhe is dying, 

THINK not I write ipy ^P?)PP?nce tp Brov;e, 
To fue for pity, or awake thy love : 
No mean defence expeft, or abje6l pray'rs ; 
Thou know'f): no mercy, and I kno.w i^o tean : 
I laugh at all thy, vengeance has decreed. 
Avow the fa£l^ and glory in the deed. 

Yes, tyrant ! I deceived thy fpies and tl^ee : 
Pleas'd in oppreflion, and in bondage free : 
The rigid agents of thy cruel laws 
By gold I won to aid my jufter caufe : 
With dextrous ikill eluded all thy care. 
And a6led more than jealoufy could fear : 
To wanton bow'rsthis prifoi^-houfe I turn'd. 
And hlefs'd that abfence which you thought I mourn'd. 

Bttt 
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But ihort thofe jdys allW'd by niggard Fate> 
Yet fo refin'd, So exqaifitcly great. 
That their excefs compensated their date^ 

I die : already in each burning v^ln 
I feel the poys'noiis draught, and blefs the pain : 
*For what k life unlefs its joys w6 prove ? 
And where is joy, depriv'd of what we love ? 

Yet, ere I die, this juftice I have paid 
To my dear murder* d lover's injurM fhade : 
Thofe facriJegiods inftrumcnts of power. 
Who wrought that ruin thefe fajd eyes deplore. 
Already with their Wood their crimes attione. 
And for his life have facrific'd tfteit^ own. 

Thee, tho' reftraint and abfence Aay defiind! 
From my revenge> my curfes ftfl! attend ; 
Defpair like mine, barbarian ! ht tfiy part, 
Remorfe affli£b, antf fbrro\V ffing thy R^art. 

Nor think- thi^ hatSe cbihihtfncing in- niy brea/f , 
Tho' prudence long its latent force fiipjircfi'd r 
If knew thofe wrongs that 1 was forced to bear, 
And curs'd" thofe chains Injuflice madd me weai*. 

For cottld'flr" thou hope RoXartk t6 deceive 
With idle tales, which only fools believe ? 
Poor abjeft ibttk in fuperftition bred> 
In ign'rance train'd, by prejudice miiled; 
Whom hireling dervifcs by proxy teach 
I^om thofe- whofefaife prerogative they preadn 

G 2 Didfl 
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Didil thou imagine me Co weak of micd, 
Becaufe I murmur'd not, I ne'er repin'd. 
But hugg'd my chain, and thought my jaylor kind ? 
That willingly thofe laws I e'er obey'd. 
Which Pride invented, and Oppre£ion made ? 
And whilft felf-licens'd through the world you rove. 
To quicken appetite by change in k)ve ; 
Each paflion fated, and each wifti pofTefs'd, 
That Lufl can urge, or Fancy can fuggeft : 
That I fhould mourn thy lofs with fond regret. 
Weep the misfortune, and the wrong forget? 

Could I believe that heav'n this beauty gave, 
(Thy tranfient pleafure, and thy lalling ilave ;) 
Indu'd with reafon, only to fulfil 
The harfh commands of thy capricious will ? 
No, Ufbcck, no, my foul difdain'd thofe laws ; 
And tho' I wanted pow'r t' affert my caufe. 
My right I knew ; and fliU thofe pleafures fought^ 
Which Juflice warranted, and Nature taught : 
On Cuftom's fenfelefs precepts I refin'd, 
I weigh'd what heav'n, I knew what man defign'd. 
And form'd by her own rules my free-born mind. 

Thus whilft this wretched body own'd thy pow'r, 
Doom'd, unredrefs'd, its hardihips to deplore ; 
My foul fubfervient to herfelf alone. 
And Reafon independent on her throne, 
Contemn'd thy didlates, and obey'd their owo* 
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Yet thus far to my condud thanks are due. 
At leall I condefcended to feem true ; 
Endeavour'd ftill my fentimcnts to hide, 
Indulged thy vanity, and fboth'd thy pride. 
Tho' this fubmiffion to a tyrant paid, 
Whom not my duty, but my fears obey'd. 

If rightly weighed, would more deferve thy blame. 
Who call it Virtue, but prophane her name : 
For to the world I fhould have own'd that love. 
Which all impartial judges mud approve : 
You urg'd' a right to tyrannize my heart. 
Which he foUiciting, aflaird by art, 
Whilft I, impatient of the name of flave. 
To force refus'd, what I to merit gave. 

Oft, as thy flaves this wretched body led 
To the detefted pleafures of thy bed ; 
In thofe foft moments, confecrate to joy. 
Which extacy and tranfport fhould employ ; 
Clafp'd in your arms, you wonder'd flill to find 
So cold my kifles, fo composed my mind : 
But had thy cheated eyes difcern'd aright. 
You'd found averfion, where you fought delight, 

■ Not that my foul incapable of love. 
No charms could warm, no tendernefs could move ; 
For him, whofe love my every thought pofTefs'd, 
A fiercer paffion fiU'd this conftant breaft. 
Than truth e'er felt, or falfhood e'er poflefs'd. 

G 3 . Thi8 
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This flile unufual to thy pride appears. 
For truth's a ftranger to the tyrant's ears ; 
But what have I to manage or to dread ? 
Nor threats alarm, nor infnlts hurt the dead: 
No wrongs they feel, no miferies they find » 
Cares are the legacies we leave behind : 
In the calm grave no Uibecks we deplore. 
No tyrant hufband, no oppreiQive pow'r. 
Alas ! I faint— Death intercepts the reft : 
The venom'd drug is bufy in my breaft : 
Each nerve's unftrung : a mift obicures the day : 
My fenfes, ftrength, and ev'n my hate decay : 
Tho' rage a while the ebbing fpirits ftay*d, 
*Tis paft — they fmk beneath the tranfient aid. 
Take then, inhuman wretch ! my laft ferewel ; 
Pain be thy portion here, hereafter, hell : 
And when our prophet fhall mj^ fete decree. 
Be any curfe my puniilunent, but thee. 
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EPILdGUi: defign'd Toi: Sophonisba, 
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And to have been fpoken by Mrs. Old field. 

By the Same. 

"f3 EF O RE yoili fijjft poot Sophoni(ba*s doom, 
•*J In her behalf petitioilier I corrie i 
Not but our aulhof knows, whate'er t fay. 
That I could fed obje&ions to his play. 
This double niairriage for Hitr country's ^oJ, 
I told him never would hh underffoo'd; 
And that ye all wo'dld fay, 'twas flefh' and blood. 
Had Carthage onFy been iii' Aadaih's h^ad. 
Her champion never hdd been in her — Bed : 
For could the ideot think d' hulbahd's name 
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Would make him' quit his irit'ereft, friedds and fame ; 
That he would rifque a' kirigaom for £ wiR, 
Aiid a6l dependent in a plkce for life ? 
Iret what flern Cata fhill coiidfenln tKe fkir, 
Whilfl publick good fhe thiirider'd in your edt, 
Ir private interefl had a /////? fliare. 
Inau know, fhe a£le4 not agaiiift the laws 
Of thofe old-fa(hioned times ; that in her caufe 

G 4 Old 



Old Syphax could no longer make a Hand, 

And Maffinifla wooM her fword in hand. 

But did not take the way to whet that fword ? 

Heroes fight coldly when wives give the word. 

She fliould have kept him keen, employed her charms 

Not as a bribe, but to reward his arms ; 

Have told him when Rome yielded fhe would yield. 
And fent him frefh, not yawning, to the field. 

She talked it well to roufe him to the fight. 
But like Penelope, when out of fight. 
All fhe had done by day, undid by night. 
Is this your wily Carthaginian kind ? 

No Englifh woman had been half fo kind. 
What from a hulband's hand could fhe expeft 
But ratfbane, or that common fate, negleft ? 
Perhaps fome languifhing fbft fair may fay, 
Poyfon's fo fhocking — but confider pray. 
She fear'd the Roman, he the marriage chain; 
All other means to free them both were vain. 
Let none then Mafiinifia^s condu^ blame. 
He firft his love confulted, then his fame. 
And if the fair one with too little art, 
Whilft feemingly fhe play'd a patriot-pat t. 
Was fecretly the dupe of her own heart ; 
Forgive a fault fhe ftrove fo well to hide. 
Nor be compaflion to her fate deny'd. 

Who liv'd unhappily, and greatly dy'd. 



I 
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An Imitation of the Eleventh Ode of the 
- Firft Book of Horace. 

By the Same. 

Ij^Orbear, my dear Stephen, with a fruitlefs defire 
' Into tiuths which arc better conceal'd to enquire ; 
Perhaps many years are allow'd us by Fate, 
Or next winter perhaps is the laft of their date : 
Let the credulous fools whom aftrologers cheat. 
Exult or defpond, as they vary deceit ; 
Who anticipate care, their own pleafure dellroy. 

And invite difappointment who build upon joy ; 

All ills unforefeea we the eaficft endure,. . ' , 

What avails to forefee, unlefs forefight could cure ? 

And froni ills by their art how can wretches be freed. 
When that art muft be falfe, or thofe ills be decreed ? 
From refledion and hope little comfort we find. 
To pofTeffion alone let thy thoughts be confin'd ; 
To-day's all the treafure poor mortals can boafl. 
For to-morrow's not gained, and yefterday's loft ; 
Even now whilft I write, time fteals on our youth, 
And a moment's cut oiFfrom thy friendfliip and truth: 
Then feize the fwift blefling, enjoy the dear now, 
And tafte, not exped, what hereafter'llbeftow. » 
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For what is life onlefs its joys we prove ? 
And what is happinefs b^t mutual love ? 
Our time is wealth no frugal hand can ftore. 
All our pofleffion is the prefent hour. 
And he who fpares to ufe it, ever poor. 
The golden nonju is all that we can boaft ; 
And that (like fiiow) at once is'grafp'd and loft. 
Hafte, wing thy paflage then, no more delay. 
But to thefe eyes their fole delight convey. 
Not thus I languilh'd for thy virgin charms. 
When firft furrender'd to thefe eager arms. 
When firft admitted to that heav'n, thy breaft. 
To mine J ftrain'd that charming foe to reft : 
How leaps my confcious heart, whilft I retrace 
The dear idea of that ftridk embrace ? 
When on thy bofom quite entranc'd I lay. 
And lov'd unfated the fhort night away ; 
Whilft half reludkant you, and half refign'd, 
Amidft fears, wi&es, pain and pleafure join'd. 
Now holding off, now growing to my breaft. 
By turns reprov'd me, and by turns carefs'd. 
Oh ! how remembrance throbs in every vein ! 
I pant, I ficken for that fcene again ; 
. My fenfes ach, I can no word command. 
And the pen totters in my trembling hand. 
FareWel, thoii only joy on earth I know. 
And all that man can tafte of heav'n below. 



\ 
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* VERSES to Dr. George Rogers, on his tak- 
in the Degree of Dodor in Phyfic at Padua, in 
the Year 1664. 

By Mr. W A L L E R. 

i 

WHEN as of old the earth's bold children drove. 
With hills On hills, to fcale the throne of Jove ; 
Pallas and Mars flood by their fovereign's {ide> 
And their bright arms in his' defence employ'd : 
While the wife Phoebus, Hermes, and the reft. 
Who joy in peace and love the Mufes beft, 
Defcending from their fo diftemper'd feat. 
Our groves and meadows chofe for tlieir retreat. 
There firft Apollo tried the various ufe 
Of herbs, and learn'd the virtue of their juice. 

And fram'd that art, to which who can pretend 

A jufter title than our noble friend. 

Whom the like tempeft drives from his abode. 

And like employment entertains abroad f ■ 

This crowns him here ; and, in the bays fo earn'd. 

His country's honour is no lefs concerned ; 

Since it appears, not all the Englifh rave. 

To ruin bent : fome ftudy how to fave. 

And as Hippocrates did once extend / 

His facred art, whole cities to amend: 

. ■ * ' 

* T^i's little poem ijuas, among fe<veral others Cff thi JofHi 
occafion, printed by Dr. Rogers, ^mth his inaugural exercife 
at Padua ; and afier^wanls in the fame . manner re-publijhed 
by him at London, together nviih his Harveian oration he^ 
fore the college of phyftcians^ in the year 1682; awhile Mr. 
Waller ivasyet living. 

So 
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So wc, brare friend, iuppoie that thy grerat fkill^ 
Thy gentle mind, and fair example, will. 
At thy return, reclaim our frantic ifle. 
Their fpirits calm ; and peace again ihall fmile. 

Edm^ Waller, Anglos. 
PatOfviif typis Pauli Framb$t$i, 

VIRGIL*s Tomb. Naples 1741. 



Tenues ignofue P'oHh chordas 
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Pul/o ; MatoMeifua redius im. mmr^me umpli 

Sua' animumy i^ magtd tumviis sdcattfo megifirL Stat. 

I Came, great bard, to gaze upon thy fhrine. 
And o'» thy reliek& wait th^ in^iidng Nine : 
For fure, I faid, where Maro'» aflftes fleep. 
The weeping Mufes mu(t their vigil* keep : 
Still o'er their fav'rite*9 moninnent they nxMim, 
And wiA poetic trophies grace his unr : 
Have placed the^ fhield and martaal ta-umpet here ; 
The Ihepherd's pipe, and roral' honours there : 
Fancy had deck'd the confecrated ground. 
And fcatter'd never-fading roies round. 
And now my bold romantic diought afpires 
TO'hear the echo of celefUal lyres ; 
Th^a catch fome found to bear delighted home. 
And boaft I learnt die verfe at Virgil's tomb : 
Or ftretch'd beneath thy myrtle's fragraftt fhade. 

With dreams extatic hov'ring o'er my head, 

See 



See formfi awgttft, "a<i4 Uurel'd glioft^ afc'e»d, 

And with thyfelf* pprh^pj^ d^? Ipag pypc^ffion end- 

I came— bijt feon the pjh^^ptoms difeppe^d ; 
Far other fceuf 8,^ thau vantqn Hope had rear'd ; 
No faery rites, no funpTal ppiwp I fowd ; 
No trophied w^l^ witfc wrwtfc. of laurel round : 
A me^ unhouour'd ruin faintly fhow'd 
The fppt where ojice thy mauiokum flood : 
Hardly the form remained ; a nodding dome 
O'ergrown with n\o6 i^ now all YirgiPs tomb. 
*Twas fuch a fccne as gave a kind relief 
To memory, in fweetly-peniive grief: 
Gloomy, unplealing images it wrought ; 
No mufmg, foft complaccjjcy of Aought : 
For Time had ^anker'd all, and worn away 
Ev'n the laft, moi^rjofol graces of decay : . 
Obl^ion, hateful goddefs, fate before. 
And cover'd with her dulky wings the door : 
No filver harps I heaj:d9 no. Mufe's voice. 
But birds obfcene in horrid notes rejoice : ^ 
Fancy regoil'd, and with his tiniel train 
Forfook the chearlefs fcene ; no more remaia 
The warn\ ambitious, hopes of airy youth ;. 
Severe Reflediion came, and frowning Trxith : 
Away each glitt'ring gay idea fled^ 
And bade a melancholy train fucceed, 
That form'd, or feem'd to form, a mournful call 
In feeble echoes mutt'ring round the wall. 
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Seek not the Mafes here! th* affrighted mslids 
Have fled Parthenope's polluted fhades : 
Her happy fhores, the feats of joy and eafe. 
Their fav'rite man/ions orice, no longer pleafe : 
No longer, as of old, in tranfport loft, 
The fifteri rove along th' enchanted coaft ; 
They turn with horror from each much-lov'd ftream, 
And loath the fields that were their darling theme : 
The tuneful names themfelves once fondly gave 
To ev'ry fwelling hill, and mofly cave, 
So pleafing then, are only heard with fighs ; 
And each fad echo bids their forrow rife. 

Yet Nature fmiles, as when their Virgil fung, 
Nor 'midft a fairer fcene his lyre was ftrung ; 
Still bloom the fweets of his elyfium here. 
And the fame charms in ev'ry grove appear. 
But ah ! in vain indulgent fiins prevail ; 
Health and delight in ev*ry balmy gale 
Arc wafted now in vain : imall comfort bring 
To weeping eyes the beauties of the fpring. 
To groaning flaves thofe fragrant meads belong. 
Where Tully di£lated, and Maro fung. 
Long fince, alas I thofe golden days are flown. 
When here each Science wore its proper crown; 
Pale Tyranny has laid their altars low. 
And rent the laurel from the Mufe's brow : 
What wonder then *midft fuch a fcene to fee 
The Arts expire with bleieding Liberty i 

' Penfivc 
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Peniive and /ad, each fair angelic form 
Droops, like the wearied dove beneath a dorm : 
Far other views the poet's thought engage. 
Than the warm glories of th' AuguAan age. 
Can mis'ry bid th' imagination glow ? 
Or genius brighten 'midft domeitic woe ? 
To fee defponding wretches round him pine, 
Horace had wept beneath the Alban vine. 
Sad fits the bard amidft his country's tears. 
And fighs, regardlefs of the wreath he wears. 

m 

Did ever Want and Famine fweetly fing ? 

The fetter'd hand uncouthly ftrikes the firing. 

Lo ! item Oppreffion lifts her iron rod. 

And Ruin waits th' imperious harpy's nod : 

Black Defolation, and deftruftive War, 

Rife at the fignal, and attend her car. 

From the dire pomp th' affrighted fhepherd flies. 

And leaves his flock the rav'nous foldier's prize. 

Where now are all the nymphs that bleft the plains f 

Where, the full chorus of contented fwains ? 

The fongs of love, of liberty and peace. 

Are heard no more ; the dance and tabor ceafe : 

To the foft oaten pipe, and paft'ral reed. 

The din of arms, and clarion's blaft fucceed : 

Dire fliapes appear in ev'ry op'ning glade ; 

And Furies howl where once the Mufes ftra/d ? 

Is this the queen of realms, for arts renown'd ? 
This captive maid, that weeps upon the ground I 

Vol. IV. H Alas I 
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Alas! how chaiig'd !— dcje^cd and forlorn ! 
The mlfbefs of the world become the (com ! 
Around ftand Rapine, Horror and Defpair ; 
And Ig'rance, dark ally of barb'rous War : 
She, at th' ufurping Vandal's dread command, 
Difplays her gloomy banner o*er the land : 
Beneath its chilling ihade neglected lies 
Each iiiler Art ; and unlamented dies. 
Lo ! Sculpture lets her ufelefs chiffel fall ; 
While on fomc ruin'd temple's broken wall 
Sad Architedure fits ; and fees with fhame 
Mif-fhapen piles afurp her injur'd name : 
Mufic and Verfe, unhappy twins ! belong 
To antique Maique, and weak unmanly Song ; 
The gath'ring deluge fwells on ev'ry fide. 
And monkiih Superftition fwells the tide. 
By the refifUefs torrent overborn 
Floats ev'ry Virtue, from its bafis torn : 
Fair Learning droops, the fick'ning Arts decay ; 
And ev'ry laurel fades, and ev'ry bay. 
All is confus'd, no traces now are feen 
To fhew what wretched Italy has been. 

Thus once Vefuvins, croWn'd with circling wood, 
Parthenope, thy beauteous neighbour flood : 
Perpetual Spring doath'd the fair mountain's fide ; 
And what is now thy terror, was thy pride. 
Sudden th' imprifbn'd flames burft forth ; and laid 
On finoaky heaps each fbricking Dryad's fhade : 

Now 
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Now deep in allies fmks the myrtle bow'r, 
O'fer beds of flow'rs folphureous torrents roar ; 
And cxil'd demi-gods their ruin'd feats deplore. 



I 



The LINK. A S a l l a d.; 

YE ladies that live in the dty or town. 
Fair Winton or Alresford fo fine and fo gayi 
And ye neat country lafles in clean linen goWn, 
As neat and as blithe and as pretty as they : 
Come away ftrait to Ovington, for you can*t think 
What a charming new watk there is made on the Link; 

Look how lovely the profpeft, the meadolws how green; 
The fields and the woods, in the vale or the hHl : 
The trees, and the cottage that peeps out between. 
The clear ftream that runs bubbling in many a rill. 
That will fhow your fair face as you ftand on the brink,' 
And murmurs moil fweetly all under the Link. 

How ple^ant the morning, how deaf Ae blue flky. 
How pure the frefh air, and how healthy the place ! 
Your heart goes a pit-a-pat light as a ily. 
And the blood circles brifldy, and glows in yotfr face: 
Wou'd you paint your fair cheeks with the rofe and the pink | 
Throw your wafhes away, take a walk on the Link. 

H 3 After 
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After dinner the Tquire ere the ladies retreat, 

Marches off with fonje friends that will ply the brilk glafs ; 
Give us liquor enough, and a good pleafant feat. 
And damn your fine tafle, and your finical lafs : 
Al frefco, my lads, we'll caroufe and we'll drink. 
Take your bottle each man, and away to the Link. 

Not fo gentle Collin, whom love hQlds in thrall. 
To Molly he (teals all in filence away; 
And when nought can be heard but the rude water-fall. 
And the woodbine breathes fweeteft at clofe of the day. 
He takes her foft hand, and he tips her the wink. 
Come, my dear, let us take a cool walk on the Link, 

But, o ye fair maidens, be fure have a care. 

Nor lay yourfelves open to love's cruel dart ; 

Of the hour and the place and the feafon beware. 

And guard well each paffage that leads to your heart; 

Sly Cupid will deal in at fome little chink. 

If you walk in the evening too late on the Link. 

Ye poets fo lofty, who love to retire 

From the noife of the town to the ftream and the wood; 

Who in epics or tragics, with marvellous fire. 

Utter founds by mere mortals not well underftood ; 

Here mouthe your loud ftrain, and here ply pen and ink. 

Quit PamafTus and Pindus, and come to the Link. 

And 
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And come you, who for thought are at little expence^ 

Who indite gentle paftoral, ballad, or fong ; 

You fee with fmooth numbers, and not too much fenfe. 

How the verfes run eafy and glibly along ; 

And the rhime at the clofe how it falls with a clink. 

So kind are the Mufes that fport on the Link. 

THE 

S Q^U I R E of DAMES. 

A POEM. 

In S P E N S E R's Stile. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

In thefe^enth Canto of the Legend ^ChafKty, in Spcnier*/ 
Fairy Queen, the Squire of Dames tells Satyrane, that 
hy order of his miftrefs Columbel (after halving ferued 
the ladies for a year) he tjuas fent out a fecond time^ not 
to return till he could find three hundred nvomen incape^le 
0f yielding to any temptation. The hadfuccefs hi nut nmth 
in the courfe of three yearsy luhich is Jlightly fueled upon 
hy Spenfcr, is the foundation ofthefolmuingfoem. 

Hj PRO- 
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PROLOGUE. 

I. 

HAR D is the heart |hat never knew to love, 
Ne felt the pleafing anguifh of deilre. 
Ye Britifh maids, more fair than Venus' dove, 
- For you alone I tune my humble lyre; 
Adopt me, nymphs, receive me in your quire. 
Make me your bard ; for that is all my care : 
Then fhall I envy not that aged fire. 
Who doth for court his annual fong prepare : 
J lever myrtle wreath than Kefar's laurel wear. 

U. 
Think not becaufe I write of Columbel 
I thence would bkft the (ex with impious talei 
Tran{a£Hons vile of foreign fbonds I tell, 
Ne 'gainfl a Britifh female would I rail 
far all the wealth that rolls on Indian grail. 
Here, beauty, truth, and^chaitity are found: 
Eleonora here, with vifage pale, 
Pi4 fuck the poifbn from her Edward^ wound. 
And Anna's nuptial faith fhall flond for aye renownM* 

m. 

See th^ £ur fwans on Thaniis* lovely tide^ 

The which do trim their pennons filvcr bright;. 

In fhining ranks they down the waters nde | ' 

Oft have mine eyes devoor'd the gallant fights 

Then 
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Then caft thy looks, with wonder and delight. 
Where yon fweet nymphs enjoy the evening air. 
Some daunce along the green, like fairies light. 
Some flow'rets cull to deck their flowing hair ; * rfaJr, 

Then cell me, foothly, Twain, which fight thou deem'ftmofl 

IV. 
To you, bright ftars, that fparkle on our ifle, 
I give my life, my fortune, and my fame ; 
Por my whole guerdon grant me but a fmile, 
A fmile from you is all I hope or claim ; 
Nor age's ice my ardent zeal fhall tame. 
To my life's end I fhall your names adore. 
Not hermits' bofbms feel fo pure a flame, 
Warm'd by approval I more high fhall foar : 

Receive my kuiiiUe lays, my heart was yours befbff* 

V, 
Should you conient, Pll quit my fhepherd's greyt ' 
And don more graceful and more coftly gear. 
My crook and krip Fll throw with kom away. 
And in. a fmite garment fkeit appear^ 
Farewell, ye groves, which once I held fb dear; 
Farewell, yp g^ns, I other joys pnrfue ; 
Then fhall the world your matchkfs pow'r rever^ 
And own what wonders your fwcet finiles can do. 

That pould a fimple down into a bard tranlmew. 



H4 CANTO 
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CANTO I. 

ARGUMENT. 

The Squire of Dames to Satyrane 

His hiftory doth telU 
With all the toils he undernjuent 

To gain his Columbel. 

I. 

THE Squire of Dames his tale thus *gan to tell ; 
Sith you command my tongue^ fir Satyrane, 
I now will sil declare that me befell 
The caufe of muchel fcath and dol'roua pain, 

Ne fhall thy gentle eye from tears refrain. 
Me Columbel commanded far to go 

'Till I ihould full three hundred nymphs attain^ 

Whofe hearts fhould aye with Virtue's leilbns glow. 

And to all fwains but one cry out for ever. No. 

n. 

To find the fortilage that ne'er will yield 
Is not an eafy matter, good fir Knight ; 
Troy town, they fay, is now a grafs-grown field. 
That long withftood the force of Grecian might ; 



And 
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And cafUes fall tho' deep in earth empight ; 
Ne ought fo ftrong is found but what may faily 
The fun at laft (hall lofe his glorious light. 
And vows or bribes o'er women may prevail ; 
Their hearts are made of flefh, and mortal fleih is frafl. 

m. 

With heavy heart, and full of cark I go 
And take away my congd of my blooming maid, 
I kifs'd her hond, and, louting very low. 
To her behefl at length myfelf array'd : 
The fair we love expefts to be obey'd, 
Altho* Ihe bid us with the keftrel fly ; 
So forth I prick, tho' much by doubt difina/d. 
The hard experixtient refolv'd to try : 
For ihe was woad'rous fair, and much in love wto I* * 

IV. 
A grove I reachM, where tunefql throlUes (ung. 
The linnet here did ope his little throat. 
His twitting jefls around the cuckoo flung. 
And the proud goldfinch fliow'd his painted coat> 
And hail'd us with no inharpionious note : 
The robin eke here tun'd his fonnet flirill. 
And told the foothing ditty all by rote. 
How he with leaves his pious beak did fill. 
To ihroud thofe pretty babes, whom Sib unkind would EiU. 



V.Md 
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V. 

And many a fair Narciffiis deck'd the plain^ 
That feemM anew their paflions to admire ; 
Here Ajax told his dolors o'er again. 
And am'rous Clytie iicken'd with defire ; 
Here the blown rofe her odors fweet did fpire ; 
Thro' the dun grove a murm'ring river led 
His chryftal ftreams that wound in many a gyre ; 
The balefol willow all the banks beipread. 
And ever to the biseze ycarl'd his hoary head. 

VI. 
Soon to the grove there came a lovely maid. 
For maiden fm'e fhe did to me appear. 
In plain check-laton was the nympb arr^y'd. 
Her fparkling eyes ftood full of many a tear. 
And fhe bew.ept the abfence of her dear. 

4 

Alas ! fhoold beauty be to woe all/d ? 
Beauty, methinks, ihould meet with better cheer* 
Content ihould never wander from her fide ; 
Good Ittck, I pray to heav'n, the face that's &ir betide. 

vn. 

** Ah I woe is me, fhe cr/d, £nce Colin's fled,. 
" Whofe gentle prefence did thefe plains adorn, 
** Soon was he ravifh'd fridm the nuptial bed, 
'* Tom from thefe arms, froa hia dear lemian torn ! 



u 
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^^ O grief! far /harper than the pointed thorn* 
f* I faw him ill-beflad by martial band. 
" Alas the day that ever I was born I 
** Where roves my Colin, on what foreign (band, 
f ' Arraught from Laura's eyes, and his dear native land ? 

vni. 

f Alas ! he only knew to prune the vine, 

** Or thro* the earth to urge the biting ihare» 

** To twill the bower with fragrant eglantine, 

" Where free from heat we fliun'd the noon-tide air, 

'* Or to the mart to lead his fleecy care. 

f 

*' And is it fit in hacqueton and mail 
** The youth for war's grim tenors fliould prepare I 
** His voicQ 9Utfung the love-lorn nightingale, 
f ' And deftly could he daunce, or pipe along the dale* 

IX. 
The gos-hawk fierce may pounce the trembling Anre, 
The favage wolf may tear the bounding fawn. 
But fparrows mild are form'd for feats of k>ve, 
** AvA kids dew not with blood the flow'ry lawn ; 
'* Then how Ihall he, in whom all graces dawn, 
** In the red field the cruel paynim kill ? 
' ^< For Icenes like thefe find men of hellifh fjpawn* 
" 'Tis his with joy the virgin's heart to fill, 
Aad AQt on foreign fhore his fbemcn's blood to fgWi* 
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X. 

** No days of blifs my forrows fhall aflake. 
For him I'll ever drop the doProus tear. 

** Adieu the circled green, the buxom wake. 
Since Colin's gone I tafte of nought but drear. 
Stretch me, ye maidens, ftretch me on the bier. 
And let my grave-Hone thefe true words adorn : 

** A wretched maiden lies intombed here. 

Who faw a fhepherd brighter than the morn. 

Then pin'd her heart away, and d/d of love forlorn." 

XL 
Much was I grieved at her piteous plaint. 
And greeted to myfelf, O happy Squire I 
At length, tho* late, thou haft found out a faint. 
Who, but for Colin, feels no warm defire. 
Perdie, quoth Satyrane,- I her admire ; 
No lozel loofe fhall here difcover'd be. 
'The other anfwer'd with his cheeks on fire. 
Now by my hallidom you foon fhall fee 
That words may with the heart full often ill agree. 

XII. 
I, nought accoy'd, came up unto the fair. 
And fworc to love her all my length of life ; 
Then offered her to gorgeous domes to bear. 
Where haidegives are daunc'd to haxp and fife. 



She 
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She foon forgot (he was another's wife. 
And granted with me to defert the plain. 
Are fuch enfamples emong women rife ? 
If fo, my Columbel I ne'er fhall gain. 
But hunt around the world, and find my labours vain* 

xni. 

My lips I 'gan to royne in fell defpite. 
And forth I rufhed from her falfe embrace. 
Thro' the thick wood I wander'd day and night, 
Ne met I living creature face to face : 
At length a rifing city far I trace ; 
Thither in hopes my haity fteps I bend. 
Perchaunce, thought I, true Virtue may embrace 
The courtly dome, and from the country wend. 

Thus, where we leafl expedl, we often find a friend. 

XIV. 
At e'en the town I reach'd and eke a hall, 
' Which waxen tapers made as light as day ; 
Fair jovifaunce fat on the face of all. 
And to the daunce the fprightly minOrels play. 
Each feem'd as fportive as the wanton jay. 
The dame, who own'd the houfe, was pa£ing old. 
And had, it feems, that morning dealt away 
To her kind grandfon many bags of gold. 

Who took a bonnibel to haven and to hold. 



XV. The 
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XV. 

The bride was named Viola the fair. 
The loaded rofiere is not half fo fweet* 
Aye, aye, qnoth I, enfamples are but rafe 
To find fo many charms in ont difcreet ; 
With you, fair lafs, I mean not now to tfeat; 
The fpringal was in wholefbm luftihed. 
And him by name of Pamphilus they greet ; 
He was to doughty chevifance ybredj 

Vet oft in courtly halls the a6Uve meafure led; 

XVI. 
The auncient dame they do Avara call^ 
And much fhe hobled as (he trod the ground i 
Yet many angels in her crumenal, 
if fair report fpeaks true, were always found; 
Where riches flow there virtues too abound. 
Her pannikel was as a badger grey. 
And, as fhe walk'd the company around. 
It nodded with fuch force, that, by my fay, 

i thought it meant to fly from her old crag away, 

xvn. . 

The lofty roof was fretted o'er with gold. 
And all around, the walls depeinten were 
With many hiftories of times of old. 
Which brought not muchel credit to die fair. 
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There Leda held her fwan, with fhoulders bare^ 
And here the dame of Ephefas was found. 
Lick other dames, whom my kind tongue fhall fpare^ 
And here flood Helen for her charms renown*d. 
Who ibon her lord fbrfook, when ihe a leman found. 

xvin. 

And many a beauteous dame and courtly knight 
Came there the nuptials to celebrate : 
Some vers*d to wing from bow the nimble flighty 
Sonie the near foe with brondir'n to amate ; 
Me too they welcome to the hall of ftate ; 
With bel accoil they wilhed me to take 
A round or two, and chufe me out a mate : 
But my fond love which nothing could aflake, 

Caus'd me to flight them all, for Columbella's fake* 

XIX. 
And now to artful fleps the floor rebounds. 
In graceful eafe the fhining beavys move. 
The noice like thunder at a diflance founds. ' 
Mean time I fat beneath a proud alcove. 
And told Avara gentle tales of love. 
Thought I, in eld the paflions are more tame. 
And here by craft I may fuccefsful prove ; 
For fhe perforce mufl now be void of blame 

As wife UlyfTes' wife, Penelopd by name. 
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XX. 

Ne wants fhe gelt, which oft the mind mifleads 
To a6Uons which it otherwife would fhun. 
The courtier lythe, if right report areeds. 
Will unawhap'd to feize his vantage run ; 
And fo will moil men underneath the fun. 
Or be they pitriot calPd, or bard, or knight ; 
But when they once the gilded prize have won. 
They feek to clear their name, with fhame bedight : 

Befits to fcour the fleel, when ruft offends the fight. 

XXI. 
At ev'ry word I faid fhe look'd aflcaunce. 
Then iaid, in unfoot whifpers, Fye ! Sir, fye I 
And tum'd as tho' fhe feem'd to mind the daunce, 
Nathlefs on me. fhe cafl a languid eye : 
Blift by thy form, my liefeft life, quoth I, 
Cafl your belgards upon an humble flave : 
From love, alafs ! in vain my heart would Hy ; 
Then with a word thy quailing leman fave. 

For if you frown, perdie, you doom me to the grave. 

XXII. 
It hap'd by chaunce fhe f^w a golden hoart 
With flaming diamonds around befet ; 
This, the whole guerdon of my tedious finart, 
I, on a time, . from Columbel did get. 
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As fimple birds are caught in fowler's net> 
And 'caufc they fee no danger none they fear, 
Ev'n fo Avara her eyen here did fet. 
And tamed round and whifper'd iii nune ear, 
Gi^c me that di'mond heart, and be mine lexnari dear. 

XXIIL 
I ftarted from the couch where I was pight. 
And thus I her befpake with muchel rage, 
Avaunt, thou faytor falfe, thou imp of night ! 
I hate myfelf, that I fhould thus engage. 
On any terms, to treat with wrhzled age. 
So, forth I flung, and left the frowy witch 
To fhare her bed with coachman^ groom or page ; 
The caille too I quit, mine ire was fich. 

And out I fet again, tho' night was dark ^ pitch. 

XXIV. 
But did I here relate. Sir Satyrane, 
The many weary miles I've travelled. 
What dangers IVe aflbiPd, yet all in, vain, 
^For, by my truth, but ill my days Fve (ped) • 
Your hair would Hand upright upon your head. 
Three hundred virtuous females fide by fid«. 
By me to Columbella mufi: be led: ^ 

Can you diredl me where for fuch to ride ? • 

I cannot, in good footh, the courteous knight repl/d.' 
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XXV. 

The Squire porfu'd his tale ; 'tis now three years 
Since curft Avara's vifage firft I (aw ; 
Convents I've try'd, but there the lufcious freers 
The fair^&c'd nuns to fornication draw^; 
Nor palaces are free from Cupid's law ; 
His darts are fiercer than the levin-brond ; 
Few, very few, there ^fcape his mighty paw. 
And thofe in golden palls, who proudly flond. 
Had lever kifs their love's, than KeylarVroyal hond.. 

XXVl. 

Fair Jenny of the mill I ftrove to win, 
• And her benempt Paftora of the dale ; 

But they bilive agreed with me to fin; 

One afk'd an owch, and one a watchet veiL 

Some wiih o'er ev'ry female to prevail ; 

My hope, my conquefl is to be deny'd. 

The fbge Fve tr/d, but there my projedb fail; 

For there is fcarce a fingle wedded bride 
Bat doth her hufband's noul with horns of ront provide* 

xxvn. 

As couthlbt fifliers at the benty brook. 

By various arts afibt the ieely fry. 

Now wriggling worms, now paf^ conceals the hook. 

And now thej^ hide it with a colour'd fly; 
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This takes the pieitJi, and that the tench's eye ; 
So different nymphs a different charm invites. 
Some yield for vantage, fome for vanity, 
A (bng this one, a daance that maid delights : 
Man throws the wimble bait, and greedy wonctn bitet« 

xxviii. 

With forrd^ overhent, the other day 
t laid my weary limbs adown to refl. 
Where a tall beech o*eripread the dufky way ; 
- My noyoui thoughts a dream awhile fapprefs'd; 
Oft weighty truths are in this garb yditfsM. 
Grant that it fo may happen unto me ; 
Then joyahce once again fhall footh this breatf, 
My pining foul fhall be from anguifh free/ 
And I fhall tafte true blifs, dear Colnmbd, widi tihee> 

XXK; 
Methbught I ikw a figure £ur and tall. 
And gentle fmiles fat dimpling on her ftice. 
Yet feemed of a beauty nought at all, 
'Till much beholding did improve each grace j 

At length fhe feem'd too fair for human race. 
Her kirtle white might vie with winter fhow8» 
Ne could you ought of her fur bofom trace. 
Nought but her face would fhe to £ght ex]pdfe,' 
So fliodeft maiden wends, &e frannhm mudiel%ow^; 
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XXX. 
With vifage bland, methoaghty flie haird me oft ; 
** Nc fear, quoth Ihe, a female's mild requeft. 
** The bark by tempefts that is whirPd aloft, 
** At length, the tempeft o'er, cnjoyeth reft. 
** My name is Chaftity, tho' out of queft 
** With modem dames, yet thou (halt ftill furvey 
** A clime where beauty is with virtue bleft. 
** Good fortune fpeed you on your happy way ; 

*' Go, gentle Squire of dames, and here no longer flay, 

XXXI. 
•* To Fairy lond your inftant journey bend, 
** There Columbel may find her will obey'd ; 
** There Chaftity may boafl of many a friend, 
** Shie vifits there esuch rofy-featur'd maid. 
** Go on, nor be by former toils affray'd : 
*^ Go where yon oaks difplay their verdant pride, 
** 'Till, &om the mountains torn and ftripp'd of fhade> 
** On Neptune's billows they triumphant ride, 

♦* Protdft their happy Idrid, and conquer all befide. 

xxxri. 

** Hail happy lond ! for arms and arts renown'd, 
** For blooming virgins free from loofe defire ; 
<*- A Drake, a Bacon, there a birth-place found, 
^ And chaile Eliza time ihaU e*er admhre : 
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*' The hero wields the fwo/d.and poet*s lyre : 
" This Sidney knew, who ftill with lu'ftre fhines. 
For whom Dan Spenfer wak'd the warbling quirey 
And many more whofe names might grace his lines • 
** There round the warriour's palm the lover's myrtle 

XXXm. [twu^es 

At this I woke, and now refolve to brave 
The utmoft perils for my Columbel ; 
For, know, I mean to crofs the briny wave. 
Where Albion's chalky cliffs the fta repel : 
And, if no mage have laid a magick (pell, 
Perchaunce my lot may be at length to find 
Three hundred nymphs, who wicked love can quell ; 
If not, I mufl defert all womankind. 
And, what me moH amates, leave Columbel behind. 

XXXIV. 
The Squire of dames furceafed here his fay. 
And forth he yode to feek the Britiih ifle. 
Sir Satyrane prick'd on his dapple-grey, 

Ne ought forefwonk he travell'd many a mile 
To ipend his days in hardiment and toil : 
But firft in courteous guife they bid fareweH, n 

As well befits men bred in courtly foil. . 
Now how the Squire has fped, or ill, or well, 
A future cantp may, perhaps, at leifore tell. 
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XXXV. 
For fee, how Phoebus welketh in the wefl^ 
My oxen from their yoke I mufl antye» 
The collar much has chauPd their tender chefl^ 
Who labours much die fweets of refl ihould try. 
To their warm nefb the daws and ravens fiy 
Deep in the min'd dome or dufky wopd ; 
And beafls and birds faft lock'd in (lumber lye. 
Save the fell bat, that flutters out for food. 
And the fboth&ying owl, with her unTovely broody 

CANTO II. 

ARGUMENT, 

Tie Squire he lights on 6on-yivant» 

Who wuom in Vzity/oilf 
Then vienjos in Merlin'/ magick glafi 

A fight that ends his toil. 

I. 

TO gain the point to which our foul afpires 
We nourifh toil, and reek hard labour fweet 1 
For this, thro' Greenland's frofb, or India's fires» 
The hardy failors death and dangers meet ; 
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And the prow chieftain bolder than difcreet. 
In blood imbru'd purfues the martial fray. 
And lovers eke thro' life's loud tempefb^beat. 
Led on by hope, that never-dying ray ; 

Hope wantons in their hrezSt, and ftrews with flow'rs the Wigr« 

IL 
And fure of all mankind the Squire of dames 
Shall (land the firft enfample of true love. 
Who aye, untouch'd by any foreign ftames, 
Preferv'd his paflion for his gentle dove ; 
Blulh, modern youths, whofe pulfes quickly move. 
Fondly you glote upon the witching fair; 
Yet, when a fweet enjoyment once you proves 
You leave the nymph intangled in the &are. 

Her tears flow trickling down, her £ingults pierce tlie air; 

m. 

Oh think of tranfports which ye whilom tafted. 
And let the glad remembrance charm your mind^ 
Be i;iot the fruits of joyment quickly wafied. 
And to your heart her happy image bind : 
Think what fhe merits who whilear was kind^ 
Nor by inconfl^!0cy het* peace defl^y; 
Inconftanfcy, that monfbr Ml and blind^ 
That vainly fond of ev'ry paffing toy. 
Treads down its kte d«Ught, and pcHfcms npt'roui joy* 
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IV. 

Return we now unto our gentle youth, 
Whofe little bark daunc'd lightly on the main. 
His breaft divided atween joy and ruth ; 
Now gay ideas wanton in his brain^ 
Now woe-begon his heart is rent in twain. 
On his fuccefs depends his Columbel, 
And now he hopes, and now defponds again ; 
The various turns of mind, when thoughts rebel. 
Sure pen mote ne'er deicribe, and none but loyers tell. 

V. 
Methinks I fee him on the beachy Ihond, 
Where Neptune's waves affirap the fturdy pier ; 
His hardy fteed neighs at the fight of lond. 
In all ajventures a mofl faithful feer ; 

And thro* that city he doth quickly fteer. 
Which Ethclbert to holy Auftin gave : 
The kings of Kent did erft inhabit here. 
Here haughty Becket funk into the grave. 
Here thro' the fmiling meads,Stoure rolls his dimpling wave* 

VI. 

Long traveird he, ne ventur'dto aflay 

The nymphs he met, for much he was aflraid 
To bribes or pra/rs few WQmen would cry nay; 
At flatt'ry's tongue full oft will virtue fade ; 
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What ihall he do ? to win his lovely maid 
He muft three hundred virtuous females find, 
Perdie^ quoth he, my fortune be eflk/d, 
I'll boldly try the ftrength of womankind : 

For craven heart, they fay, ne'er won fair lady's mind< 

VII. 
So on he prick'd, and from a rifing ground 
Difcern'd before him, in a diftant vale, 
A caille fair ; and auncient oaks around 
Did to the breeze their lofty heads avail ; 
A fdver ftream refrefh'd the fragrant dale ; 
Their ledden loud fat oxen did repeat. 
And nibbling flieep difplay'd their fleeces pale. 
The woodbine ihed an odor matchlefs fweet. 

And to their patient dams the friiking lambkins bleat. 

vm. 

To that fame caftle our advent'rer yode, • 
The merry birds him welcom'd on the way. 
An hundred fiow'rs aumail'd the winding road, 
. And all was bright, and all was palling gay. 
You would have fworn it was the month of May. 

Withouten drad he thunders at the gate, 

Who wons within, or giant,, knight or fey, 

Shall ne'er, in footh, our imp of feme amate: . 
Unto the fummons load the portal opens fbeit. 
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IX. 
And forth there iflued the fenefchaly 
Of middle age he was, if right I ween. 
He was in perfonage both plump and tall, 
Ne feemed he to tafle of dol'roos teen, 
Ne wrinkle deep was on his forehead feen. 
But jovifaonce &t baiking on his brow. 
At every word he fpoke, he fmil'd at-ween. 
His temples were ycrown'd with myrtle bough. 
And virelays he fong with matchlefs grace, I vow. 

X. 
'^ Whoe'er thou art, thrice welcome to thefe plains, 
** Where bitter dole ne'er (hows her hateful head* 
'* Good-fellowfhip wons here, and free horn pains 
** Both youth and eld the paths of pleafure tread ; 
** Catch flying blifs, ne be by ought forefaid ; 
** Think that, this life is but a little fpan ; 

Then laugh, and iport, and ihon all dreryhed. 
Thy roUing^days in prefent pleaihres plan, 
^' Come, fpend thy hpurs in joy, ^oa fon of mortal man. 

X. 
*' Know^ft thou my name i I am PAIlegro hight, 
f* Let mecondv^ thee to our jovial hall, 
'^ Where Bon-vivant in revek ipends the nigh^ 
V Who Ub 4 keartj wdcome unto all. 
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// Or wear he red crofs-ftole, or paynim pall/^ 
With that he lad him with a.cx)urtly air 
Into a chamber deck'd for feaft and ball ; 
And tho' no tedcs or tapers glimmered there. 
Yet all within was bright, as all without wa$ fair* 

xn. 

As at the clofe of an hot rammer's day. 
When Phoebus in the weft deferts the fky. 
Bright ftreams of light along the aether play^ 
And tho' his fi'ry orb forfake our eye. 
The beamy guihes gild each object nigh ; 
The painted meads are ting'd with gdden Ugh^ 
And rivers roll their glitt'ring waters by; 
So in this htufe of joy with ea(e you might 
Perceive celeftial rays, that cheriih'd human fight* 

xm. 

The Squire of dames his jolly hoft ialew*d. 
And Bon-vivant his bond in friendihip prris'd ; 
** Come, fit thee down, and tafte our chqiceft food % 
** We entertake, quoth he, no vulgar gueft. 
f* Endur'd to toil, come tafte the fweets of reft, 
'* DoiFdiy hard arms, this famite garment wears 
'' This better f^ dian maU ftiall bind thy hreift* 
** This coronal fliall deck thy aubumhair; 
f* Pufh the briik goblet roundi and drown intnidbg cict* 



XIV. « For 



r 140 ] 



XIV. 
' " For us the lark attunes his morning fong, 
** For us the fpring depeints her ev'ry fiowV, 
** To footh our fleep yon fountain purls along, 
** And oaks to (hade us, twine into a bow'r, 
** The penfive bard fits many a watchful hour, 
** In ditty fweet, to carol forth our praife : 
** While valour fpends his days in dole and flour, 
** We, wifer we, undying trophies raife 

** To ever-blooming blifi, ne reek what wifdom fays. - 

XV. 
** With fprightly notes we make the welkin ring, 
*^ In mazy dannce we tread the chequer'd ground, 
** To yielding nymphs tranfported fhepbifds fing, 
** Ne hard misBu*e emongft our train is found. 
*^ The fimple fwain, who looks with cark aftoun'd 
^' Becaufehis leman ill rewards his care, 
** Oh, let him fiond to all a lout renown'd, 
'* Ne gibing icom her twitting bords forbear; 

« Are there not other nymphs lefscoy, and full as fair ?^ 

XIV. 
At this the Squire wex'd pale, V Ne eath it is, . 
*' Moft courteous knight, he cry'd, far to remove 
** The thoughts of her in whom we place all blifs.** 
Quoth Bon-yivant, ** What, then thou art in love V* 
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That I am fo thefe many fingults prove,'* 
Return'd the Squire. L' Allegro then reply^d, 
*' Thou*dft better wend to yonder willow grove, 
** Where Ihoals of lovers Hanging fide by fide, 

•* Feed the vile carrion crows, and highten female pride/^ 

XVII. 
With that he braft into a fcornful laogh. 
And much abaih'd appear'd our conftant Squire ; 
The others fportful the briflc vihtage quaffl 
While thus the fpririgal. " Yes, I do afpire 
** To love the faireft of the female quire. - 
** Three hundred virtuous damfels in this ifle 
** I came to find." " Perdie, your odd defire, 
*^ Quoth Bon-vivant, will aft; thee muchel toil; 

*^ And thou Ibalt travel too full many a weary mile* 

xviir. 

'T}s not enough the conduift of the fair 
Is form'd by frowning virtue's ftrifteft leer : 
The blatant-beaft does here in' pieces tear 
The fame of thofe ybred in fchool fevere ; 
His rankling tongue throughout the rolling year 
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** With baleful venom eV^ry thing confumes ; 

" Where beauty's fplendor gilds our northern (phere 
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He flyly creeps, and to deftru6Hott dooms 
The honour of the fpring, and wifdom's early bldoikis* 
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XIX- 
" The brindled lybn in the lonely wood 
** Hides his grim afped from the fight of jnen f 
** The pardelis and libbard's (potted brood 
** Refide contented in fequefter'd den ; 
** Not fo the blatant-beafty he lives in ken 
Of the proud city Gr well-peopled town ; 
Thence with detefted fury he will rehy 
Ne fparc the pfelate*s lawn, or monarch's crowft f 
'' All fares alike with him, for all he tumblech down. 

XX- 
** What then avails it to be fair or wife ? 
*^ Or what avails it to be warlike knight ? 
** Where c*er the monfter calls his fi'ry eyes^ 
*' Each grace, each virtue fickens at the fight 
** Th«i, goodly Sqoirey untfl the riioming*? light' 
^ QuaiFl3ie thick darknefs 6f the night away ; 
** And, when the mom ihall rife, in arm» bedight 
** Proceed, and luck attend you on your way ; 
** Algates we wifli in tmth with us yoa'd ever ftay.'t 

XXI. 
The Squire agrees, bat vows, when riiing monr 
Shall gild the glitt'rand portals of the eaft, 
Himfelf he will in habergeon adorn. 
And feek around the ifle the blatant-beaft r 
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Mean while in baxom mirth they fpend the feallr 
111 fares the mortal man too much who knows ; 
Oft ihall he wilh himfelf from thought releaft ; 
The fatal knowledge in his bofom glows. 

And mars his golden reH^ and murders ibft repofew 

XXU. 
Sir Chaunticleer now ey'd the rifing day. 
And call'd dame Partlet from her vetchy bed ; 
Now wakeful Phofpher fpreads his gleamyray^ 
And the pale moon concealed her iilver head ; 
The catde brouze the lawn with dew befpread, ^ 
While ev'ry bird from out the bu&ets flies* 
Then to the field our lover iifued ; 
But fleep had feal'd TAllegro's droufy eyes. 

And Bon-vivant alfo in downy flumber lies. 

xxm. ^ 

Our Squire, withouten drad, pttrfa'd his wa}V 
And look'd around to fpy this moniler fdl. 
And many a well conceited roundelay 
He fang in honour of his Columbel : 
Mote he, perchaunce, deftroy this fpawn of hell/ 
How eafy were the taik to him aflign'd? 
The lond of Fairy doth each lond excel } 
View there the paragons of wonumkind; 
View the bright virgins there, and leave thy keartbeMiidV 



XXIV. Ah 



[ 144] 

XXIV. 

Ah ! lever fhould*ft thou try the females there 
Than thus unwife another courfe purfue ; 
There ev*ry nymph is innocent as fair : 
Try what I here advance, youll find it true. 
Hard is our fate while blifs in hopes we few, 
Some deadly fiend to blaft our joy appears ; 
Contentment fweet, alas, is known to few. 
Thus for a whilie the fun the welkin chears. 

But foon he hides his head, and melts in dropping tears. 

XXV. 
Life is a fcene of conteck and diflrefs, 
Ne is it longer than a winter's day ; 
And (hall we make our few enjoyments lefs ? 
Far fkm my cot, diou blatant-beaft away. 
No hu(band's noul will I with horns array, 
Ne fliall my tongue it's venom'd malice wreak 
On tunefid bards, whom laurel crowns apay ; . 
Ne will I 'gainft the comely matron fpeak. 

Or draw one pearly drop down beauty's rofy cheek* 

XXVI. 
The Squire of dames rode on with muchel tine. 
And, as he Caft aikaunce his greedy look. 
He faw empight beneath an auncient pine 
A hoary fliepheid leaning on his crook ; 
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His falling tears increas'd the fwelling brook : 
And he did figh as he would break his heart. 
** O thou deep-read in forrow's baleful book^ 
** The Squire exclaim'd, areed thy burning finart ; 
" Our dolors grow more light when we the talc impart.'* 

xxvn. 

To whom the fwain reply'd, " O gentle youth. 
Yon fruitful meads my num'rous herds poflefs'd. 
My days roll'd on unknown to pain or ruth. 
And one fair daughter my old age yblefs'd. 
** Oh, had you feen her for the wake ydrefs'd 
With kirtle ty'd with many a coloiir*d firing. 
Thy tongue to all the world had then confefs'd 
That fhe was fheener than the pheafant's wing^ 
** And, when flic rds'd her voice, ne lark fo foot could iing. 

xxvnr. 

In virtue's thews I bred the lovely maid. 
And flie right well the leflbns did purfue ; 
'* Too wife flie was to be by man betray'd ; 
•* But the curft blatant-beaft her form did view, 
** And round our plains did fpread a tale untrue, 
** That Rofabella, fptiming marriage band, 
** Had felt thofe pangs which virgin never knew, 
•* And that Sir Topas nly pOoi'girl trepahn'd; 
'* He, who in fable flolc doth in our pulpit Hand. 

XXIX. 
** Nay, more, the hellifli monfter has invented, 
** How a young fwain on Shannon's banks yborn 
Vol, IV. K "(Had 
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** (Had not my care the deep-laid plot prevented) 
** Would from my arms my Relabel have born. 
** Have I not caufe to w^cp from riiing morn 
** Till Phcebus welketh in the weftern main, 
** To fee my dearling's fame thus vildly torn ? 
** Have I not caufe to nourifli endlefs pain ?*' 

At this he deeply figh'd, and wept full fore again* 

XXX. 
** Curft be this blatant-beaft, reply'd the Squire^ 
" That thus infedb your fea-begirted ille ; 
•' Shew me his face, that I may wreak mine ire 
** Upon this imp of hell, this monfter vile." . 
" Away from hence not pafling fure a mile^ 
** J^ght I advife you, you had better wend,'* 
Return'd the fwain, ** Deep-read in raagick-ftyle 
** There Merlin wons, fue him to be your friend ; 

•* And left you mifs your way, myfelf will you attend/* 

XXXL 
Together now they feek the hermitage 

Deep in the covert of a dufky glade. 
Where in his dortour wons the hoary fage. 
The mofs-grown trees did form a gloomy ihadcr 
Their roftUng leaves a iblemn mufick made. 
And i^ies nightly tripp'd the awful greenji. 
And if the tongue of fame luure truth difpkty'd^ 
Full many a fpeftre wa,s at midnight feen, 
Tom frcoa his ^aidily grave^ ak horrid fight ! I ween.^ 

XXXILNe 
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XXXIL 
Ne rofe, ne violet glads the chearlefs bowV, 
Ne fringed pink frofn earth's green bofom grew ) 
But hemlock dire, and cv'ry baleful flow*r 
Miglit here be found, and knots of myftick rue,, 
Clofe to the cell fprong up an auncient yciv. 
And flofe oif imps were on it's boughs ypight. 

At his beh'efts they from it's branches flew. 
And, in a thoufand various forms bedight, 
Frilk'd to the moon's pale wain, and reVfeli'd all the "night, 

XXXIII. 

Arouhd the cave a cluftring ivy fpread 
In wide embrace his over-twining arms> 
Within, tiie Walls with cha!rafters befpi'ead 
Declared Ihe polv'rful force of ift^ick chirms* 
Here drugs weft plac'd defthi'divt of all hanhs, 
Ahd bottki that dcfep futurity coiild fcan : 
Here ftodd a VpcM that of his rage difarms ' 
The mountain lyoh 'till he yields t6 man ; 
With many fecrets more, which fcarce repeat I tin. 

XXXIV. 
Thfe Squire of dames deep i&nters in the cell : 
What will not valiant heart for beiuty dare ? 
His bori-el ferd here bids his friend Farewell, 
fthd home he wehds rtnewirig cark ahd care. 
When, lottting IbW with a becoming air, 
Thte' youth cry'd out, " O thrice renowned riiage, 
" Vouchfafe to cure me of my black difpair ; 
** For thou not only art grown wife thro' age, 
f* Birt art of mortal toAn by fid the wifcft Hge." 
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XXXV. 

tten Merlin with a look benign reply'd, 
(For he was bred with ev*ry courteous thew) 
** I know to make fair Columbel your bride 
** The blatant-beaft you thro* the lond purfue ; 
" The &te of empires now demands my view, 
** And for awhile denys my prefence here ; 
** Soon in this cell I'll thee again falew, 
" What moft thou lik'ft partake withouten fear, 
** Share all my cave affords, nor think I grudge my chear. 

XXXVI. 
** Yet mark my counfel, open not that door, 
** Left thou repent thy follies when too late, 
" Ten thoufand pangs fhall make thy heart full forc^ 
** For horror fcouls behind that heben gate, 
*' And future ills ih^ll thy dear peace amate ; 
*' There ftands a mirror, wrought by magick leer, 
" In which are read the dark decrees of fate, 
" And whom you wifh to fee will ftreit appear, 
*t Devoid of art's falfe mafk, to human eye-fight clear. 

XXX vn. 

Ah how unlike the godlike man he feem'd 
In thiar my glafs the patriot Fve decry'd. 
By the vile rabblement a faint eftee'm'd ? 
^' He's oft a wretch compos'd of flpdi and pride: 
** And Kefars too, not feldoni deify'd, 
" With other men their vice and follies ihare ; 
** And by my mirror if the nymph bo try'd, 
** It will without referve the truth declare, 
'* Ne flatter head that's crown'd, w flatter face that'» fair. 
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' XXXVIII. 
** Once more let me advife thee, gentle Squire, 
** Forbear to look at this fame magick glafs ; 

" Do not too rafhly into fate enquire 

" But I to foreign flronds awhile mmft pafs." 
Th* unweeting youth cry'd to himfelf, " Alas ! 
" Would I could know the lot to me aflignM." 
** Patience, quoth Merlin, doth all things furpafs.** 
Then to his car were winged dragons join*d. 

With which he fails thro* air, and far outftrips the wind. 

XXXIX. 

And now the Squire furveys the lonefome cave. 
His wav'ring mind is in a whirlwind toft. 
And now the mirror he refolves to br^ve. 
And now he finds his boafted courage loft. 
At length determin'd whatfoe'er it coft. 

To fee the glafs, he darts into the cell ; 
And, left his eyes by vild retrait be croft. 
Thrice he invokes his lovely Columbel. 
J^s Adam fell of yore, the Squire of dames yfell. 

The heben doors full widely he difplay'd. 
And faw the lovely queen of all his heart, 
F;dr as the lilly in the watry glade. 
Bright as the mom, and bright withouten art* 
Thro* ev'ry vein he feels a thrillant fmart : 
For the dear maid lay on her bed. undrefs'd. 
And, may I unreprov'd the truth impart. 
She hugg'd a lufty ftripling to her breaft. 
Whom flie full clofely clipp*d, and wantonly carefs'd. 
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XLI. 

** O faytor faJfe, p wicked imp of nighjt ! 

Exclaim'd the Squire aftoun'd, " ah I weaUway ! • 
Let Erebus in pitchy Hole bedight 
With fbdefl fprites the fons of men affray. 
And blot for ever the hir fece of day. 
Ye haggard fifters, fo^ind my paffing-bell ; 
Oh ! ne'er believe, ye youths, what women fay. 






" O lofel loofe, o impious Columbel !" 
Th0a like a ^an to earth full heavily he fell. 

XLH. 

There Ihall we leave him, for my leaky boat 

Lets in the water, and I muft recure 

Her much-\yorn hulk, that fcarcely now can float. 

And moor'd in harbour fhe ihall ride fecure ; 

Then if I can a pilot wife procure, . 

Mayhap I may again boifl foyth my fail,^ 

And other hardy voyages endure 

Thro' fhelves a^d fhallows : now the adverfe gale 
Gives me fome tinie to xe&y and lond vbrith joy I hail. 

GLOSSARY. 

Amaily enamel flight, arrouj 

ji'vale, b(yw Kejirel, an ha^wk 

Brond-iron^ a JhxHird Le'vin-brond, thunder-holt 

Blatant heaftf detraBion or Ledden^ language 

enijy PannihU cro^wn of the head 

BuJketSy hujhes. To royne^y to bitey or gna<vj 

Barrel fere^ clofwrnfi com- Rtcurty to repair 

panion Sib^ an upck 

Crumenaly purfe ^prinealy ayajuth 

Coronal^ croivn or garland^ Wtmble, Jhtfting to aitd fro 

Fart ilagey fort Yode^ nvcttt. 
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On the Death of a Lady's Owl. 

THE Ow( expires ! death gave the dreadftdE w(tfd« 
And lovely Anna weeps her fev'rite bir<l. 
Ye feather'd choir in willing tferongs t^pah 
And footh the forrows of th^ ffielting fair f ' 
In founds of woe the dear-departed greet, '. 

With cyprefe ftrew, ye doves, the green reteae^. • * 

The fateful raven tolls the palling bell. 
The folemn dirge be fung by Philomel ; 
Sir Chanticlear, a chief of hardy race. 
Shall guard from kites and daws the facred place. . 
With your juft tears a bard fhalF mix his own. 
And thus, in artlefs verfe, infcribe the ftone. 

EPITAPH. 

INterr'd within this little {pace 
The bird of wifdom lies ; 
Learn hence, how vain is ev'ry grace. 
How fruitlefs to be wife. 

Can mortal flop the arm of Death 

Who ne'er Gompaffion knew ? . . 

He * Venus? lover roBb*d of breathy 

He, Anna'fr darling flew. 

* Mom. K ^ Ah 
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Ah happy bird, to raife thofe fighs 

Which man could ne'er obtain ! 
Ah happy bird, to cloud thofe eyes 

That fir'd each kneeling fwain ! 

Thrice blefs'd tiby life, her joy, her blifi. 

Thrice blefs'd thy happy doom j 
She gave thee many a melting kifs. 

She wept upon thy tomb. 

The .Vanity of Human Wiflies, 

THE 

Tenth Satire of Juvenal, 

IMITATED 
By SAMUEL JOHNSON, 

LE T a obfervation with extenfive view. 
Survey mankind, from China to Peru ; 
Remark each anxious toil, each eager ftrife. 
And watch the bufy fcenes of crowded life ; 
Then fay how hope and fear, defire and hate, 
0*erfpread with fnares the clouded maze of fate, 

» Ver. I i{ ■■ 21. 

Where 



r 153 ] 

Where wavVing man, betray'd by vent'rous pride, 
To tread the dreary paths without a guide ; 
As treach'rous phantoms in the mill delude. 
Shuns fancied ills, or chafes airy good. 
How rarely reafon guides the llubborn choice. 
Rules the bold hand, or prompts the fuppliant voice. 
How nations fink, by darling fchemes opprefs'd. 

When vengeance liftens to the fool's requeft. 
Fate wings with ev'ry wilh th' afHidive dart, 

Each gift of nature, and each grace of art. 

With fatal heat impetuous courage glows, • 

With fatal fweetnefs elocution flows. 

Impeachment flops the fpeaker's powerful breath. 

And refUefs fire precipitates on death. 

^ But fcarce obferv'd the knowing and the bold; 
Fall in the gen'ral maffacre of gold 5 
Wide-wafting peft ! that rages unconfin*d. 
And crowds with crimes the records of mankind ; 
For gold his fword the hireling roffian draws. 
For gold the hireling judge diftorts the laws ; 
Wealth heap'd on wealth, nor truth nor fafety buys, - 
The dangers gather as the treafures rife. 

Let hifl'ry tell where rival kings command. 

And dubious title fhakes the madded land. 
When ftatutes glean the refufe of the fword. 

How much more fafe the vafTal than the lord. 

Low fculks the hind beneath the rage of pow'r. 

And leaves the wealthy traytor in the Tow'r, 

Untouched 
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Untouch'd his cottage, and his ilumbers fomid^ 
Tho' confifcation's vulturs hover round. 

The needy traveller, ferene and gay, 
Walks the wild heath, and iings his toil away. 
Does envy feize thee i cruih th' upbraiding joy, 
Jncreafe his riches and his peace deflroy. 
New fears in dire vjcifiitude invade. 
The rufHing brake alarms, and quiv'ring (hade. 
Nor light nor darknefs bring his pain relief. 
One ihews the plunder, and one hides the thief. 

Yet c ftill one gen'ral cry the fkies- ailkils. 
And gain and grandeur load the tainted gales ; 
Few know the toiling fkte&aan's fear or care, 
Th* infidious rival and the gaping heir. 

Once ^ more, Democritus^ arife on. earth. 
With chearful wifdom and inftru^ve mirth^ 
See motly life in modem trappings drefs'd. 
And feed vddL varied fools th' eternal jefi: : 
Thou who couldft laugh where want enchain'd caprice. 
Toil crufh'd conceit, and man was of a piece ; 
Where wealth unlov'd without a mourner dy'd ; 
And fcarce a fycophant was fed by pride ; 
Where ne'er was known the form of mock debate. 
Or feen a new-made mayor's unwieldy fkte ; 
Where change of fav'ritej made no change of laws. 
And fenates heard before they judg'd a caufe ; 
How wouldft: thou (hake at Britain's modiih tri}>c. 
Dart the quick taunt, and edge the piercing, gibe ? 

c Fen 23 ' J Z7. * f^ z3 ' ■ '59* 
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Attentive truth and natm:e to dccjyi 

And pierce eacli fcene witli philofophic eye. 

To tliee were folcnm toys or empty fhev/. 

The robes of pleafure and the veils of woe : 

All aid the farce, and all thy mirtji maintain, 

Whofe joys are caufelefs, or whofe griefs are vain. 

Such was the fcorn that fill'd the fage's mind, 
Renevv'd at ev'ry glance on humankind ; 
How jufl that fcorn ere yet thy voice declare. 
Search every Hate, and canvafs ev'ry prayer. 

^ Unnumber'd fuppllants crowd Preferment's gattf, 
Athirft for wealth, and burning to be great ; 
Delulive Fortune hears th' inceflant call. 
They mount, they fhine, evaporate, and f^ 
On ev'ry ftage the foes of peace attend. 
Hate dogs their flight, and infult mocks tlieir end:. 
Love ends with hope, the fmking flatefiaan's door 
Pours in the morning worlhiper no mote ;^ 
For growing names the weekly fcribbler lies. 
To growing wealth the dedicator flies. 
From every room defcends the painted face. 
That hung the bright Palladium of the place, . 
And fmoak'd in kitchens, or in au^Hons ipld. 
To better features yields the frame of gqld $ 
For now na more we trace in ev'ry line 
Heroic worth, benevolence divine : 
The form dillorted'}u(lifias the fall. 
And deteflation rids th' iiuiagnant \valL 

* Fer. 56 ■ 107. 
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Bot will not Britain h?ar the lad appeal. 
Sign her foes doom, or guard her fav'rites zeal ; 
Through Freedom's fons no more remonflrance rings. 
Degrading nobles and controuling kings ; 
Our fupple tribes reprefs their patriot throats. 
And aik no queftions but the price of votes ; 
With weekly libels and feptennial ale. 
Their wifh is full to riot and to rail. 

In full-blown dignity, fee Wolfey Hand, 
Law in his voice, and fortune in his hand : 
To him the church, the realm, their powVs confign. 
Thro* him the rays of regal bounty fhine. 
Still to new heights his reftlefs wiihes tow'r. 
Claim leads to claim, and pow'r advances powV ; 
Till conqueft unreMed ceas*d to pleafe. 
And rights fubmitted, left him none to feize. 

At length his fov'reign frowns the train of flate 

Mark the keen glance, and watch the iign to hate. 
Where-e'er he turns he meets a ftrangei's eye. 
His fuppliants fcorn him, and his followers iiy ; 
At once is loft the pride of aweful flate. 
The golden canopy, the glitt'ring plate. 
The regal palace, the luxurious board. 
The liv'ried army, and the menial lord. 
With age, with cares, with maladies opprefs'd. 
He feeks the refuge of monaftlc reft. 
Grief aids difeafe, remembered folly fHngs, 
And his M fighs reproach the faith of kings. 
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Speak thou, whofc thoughts at humble peace repine. 
Shall Wolfey's wealth, with Wolfey's end be thine ? 
Or Bv'ft thou now, with fafer pride content. 
The wifeft jullice on the banks of Trent ? 
For why did Wolfey near the fleeps of fete. 
On weak foundations rdie th' enormous weight ? 
Why but to fink beneath Misfortune's blow. 
With louder ruin to the gulphs below ? 

What ^ gave great Villiers to th' aflaffin's knife. 
And fix'd difeafe on Harley's clofing life ? 
What murder'd Weatworth, and what exil'd Hyde, 
By kings proteded, and to kings ally'd ? 
What but their wiih indulged in courts to fhine. 
And pow'r too great to keep, or to refign f 

When E firft the college rolls'receive his name. 
The young enthufiaft quits his eife for fame'; 
Through all his veins the fever of renown 
Spreads from the flrong contagion of the gown j 
O'er Bodley's dome his future labours fpread. 
And h Bacon's manfion trembles o'er his bead. 
Are thefe thy views ? proceed, illuftrious youth, , 

And virtue guard thee to the throne of Truth! 

^ Ver, io8 113. g Ver, 114 132. 

^ There is a tradition^ that the ftudy of friar Bacon, 
huilt on an arch o-ver the Bridge ^ ijcill fall, 'wkn a mam 
greater than Bacon Jhallpafs under it. 
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Yet IhonM Ay Ibnl indulge *€ g^n'roas heatv 

Till captive Sdente yields hrer laft retreat ; 

Should Reafon guide thee with her brighteft ray, • 

And pour on mifty DAulit reftftlefd day ; 

Should no falfc KindndTs lure to !<wft ddight, 

Nor Praife relax, nor I>ifficulty fright ; 

Should tempting Novelty thy cell refhlfn. 

And Sloth efFufe her opiate Bimes ih vain ; 

Should Beauty blunt 6n-fops her fatal dait. 

Nor claim the triumph of a lettfet'd httUt ; 

Should no Difeafe tl^ torpid vielns ihvade, 

Nor Melancholy^s phantoms hAUnt thy (hade ; 

Yet hope not )ife from grief br dingier fnte. 

Nor think die doom of nian tfeVfersM fbl- thl^e : 

Deign on the paffing World to turn thint feyes. 

And paufe awhile from leit^i-s, to be wife ; 

There mark wh^t ills th6 fchblir's life aflail. 

Toil, envy, want, th^ Jiatrbii, and the jail. 

See nations flowly wife, and itteanly juft, 

To buried merit raife the tardy buft. 

If dreams yet flatter, once again attend,- 

Here Lydiat's lifb, and Galileo's end. 

Nor deem, when Learning her laft prize beftows, 
The glittering cmineftce exeihpt frcJtt woes ; 
See when the vulgar Ycipe, def|lis'd 6t aW'd, 
Rebellion's vengeful talons feize on Laud. 
From meaner minds, tho' fmaller fines content 
The plunder'd palace or fequefter'd rent ; 

Mark'd 



( «59 1 

Mark'd out by dangarOus parts he meets tke fhock» 
And fatal Learning leads him to the block : 
Around his tomb let Art and Genius weep, x 

But hear his death, ye blockheads, hear and fieep. 

The i feftal blazes, the triumphal (how. 
The ravifh'd ftandard, and the captive foe. 
The fenate's thanks, the gazette's pompous tale. 
With force refiftlefs o'er the brave prevail.' 
Such bribes the rapid Greek o'er Afia whirl'd. 
For fuch the fteady Romans fhook the world ; 
For fuch in diHant lands the Britons fhine. 
And ilain with blood the Danube or the Rhine ; 
This pow'r has praife, that virtue fcarce can warm. 
Till fame fupplies the univerfal charm. 
Yet Reafon frowns on War's unequal game. 
Where wafted nations raife a fingle name. 
And mortgag'd ftates their grandiires wfeath« regn^ 
From age to age in everlafting debt ; 
Wreaths which at laft the dear-bought rig^t convey 
To ruft on medals, or on ilones decay. 

On ^ what foundation ftands the warrior's pride,. 
How juft his hopes let Swediih Charles decide ; 
A frame of adamant, a foul of fire. 
No dangers fright him, and no labours tire ; 
O'er love, o'er fear extends his wide domain', 
Unconquer'd lord of pleafure and of pain ; 

i Fgn 133— .146* k /r^^. 147..— 167. 
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Ko joyrs to him pacific fcepters yield. 

War founds the trump, he rulhes to the field i 

Behold furrounding kings their pow'r combine. 

And one capitulate, and one reflgn ; 

Peace courts his hand, but {preads her charms in vain t 

** Think nothing gain'd,. he cries, till nought remain, 

** On Mofcow's walls till Gothic flandards fly, 

** And all be mine beneath the polar iky.*' 

The march begins in military flate. 

And nations on his eye fufpended wait ; 

Stern Famine guards the folitary coaft. 

And Winter barricades the realm of Froft ; 

He comes, not want and cold his courfe delay ;— 

Hide, blulhing Glory, hide Pultowa's day : 

The vanquifh'd hero leaves his broken bands. 

And fhews his miferies in diflant lands ; 

Condemn'd a needy fupplicant to wait. 

While ladies interpofe, and flaves debate. 

But did not Chance at length her error mend T 

Did no fubverted empire mark his end ? 

Did rival mpnarchs give the fatal wowid ? 

Or hodile millions prefs him to the ground ? 

His fall was dedin'd to a barren (band, 

A petty fortrefs, and a dubious hand ; 

He left the name, at which the world grew pale/ 

To point a moral, or adorn a talc. 
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All k times their fcenes of pompous woes aford^ 
From Perfia's tyrant to Bavaria's lord. 

In gay hoftility, and barb'rous pride, 
With half mankind embattled at his fide^ 

Great Xerxes comes to feize the certain prey^ 

And ftarves exhaufled regions in his way ; 

Attendant Flatt'ry counts his myriads o'er. 

Till counted myriads footh his pride no more ; 

Frefh praife is try'd till madnefs fires his mind. 

The waves he lafhes, and enchains the wind ; 

New pow'rs are c^aim'd, new pow'rs are ftill beHow'd, 

Till rude refiftance lops the fpreading god ; 

The daring Greeks deride the martial fhow. 

And heap their vallies with the gaudy foe ; 

Th' infulted fea with humbler thoughts he gains, 

A fingle fkiiF to fpeed his flight remains ; 

Th' incumber'd oar fcarce leaves the dreaded coaft 

Through purple billows and a floating hoflk 
The bold Bavarian^ in a luckiefs hour. 

Tries the dread fummits of Cefarean pow'r^ 

With unexpe£led legions burfls away, 

And {ces defencelefs realms receive his fway ; 

Short fway ! fair Aufh-ia fpreads her mournful charms> 

The queen, the beauty, fets the world in arms ; 

From hill to hill the beacons roufing blaze 

Spreads wide the hope of plunder and of praife ; 

k Fer. i68 187. 
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The fierce Croatian, aad the wild Kui&r^ 
And all the Tons of iftvage crowd the war ; 
The baffled prince in honour's flatt'ring bloom 
Of hafly greatne^ iind& the fatal doom. 
His foes derifion, and his fubjeds blame. 
And Heals to death from anguiih and from fhame* 

Enlarge ^ my life with multitude of dA^s» 
In health, in fickne^, fhus the (bppliant prays ; 
Hides from himfelf his State, and ihuns to know. 
That life protradled is protra^d woe. 
Tioie hovers o'er, im^Mient to deftroy, 
And (huts up all the paffiiges of joy : 
In vain their gifts the bonnteons feafbns pour. 
The fruit autumnal, aiid die vernal fiow'r. 
With liiUds eyes the dotard views the ftore. 
He views, and wonders that they pleafe no Qiore ; 
Now pall the tafidefs meats, and joyle^ wines. 
And Luxury with fight her flave ttS^na* 
Approach, ye mjnlbels, tty the fi>othing fhain. 
And yield the tune^ l^tives of p^ : 
No founds alas would toudi th^ impervious ear. 
Though dancing moantaists wttnefs Orpheus near^ 
Nor lute nor lyncc his fedbie pow'ca adend. 
Nor fwee^BT XKifick o€ a virtuous, fiaend. 
But everlafting dUbiteB icarowd h»4Miffi€, 
Perverfely grave or.pofitmty wrong* 

I Fet\ 188 288. 
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The ftill returning tale, and lingering jeft, 
Perplex the fawning niece and pampcr'd gaefi. 
While growing hopes fcarce awe the gath'ring haet^ 
And fcarce a legacy can bribe to hear ; 
The watchful guefts ftill hint the kft offence. 
The daughter's pettilance, the ion's expence. 
Improve his heady rage with tre^h'roos ikillj 
And mould his paffions till they make his wilL 

Unnumber'd maladies his joints invade. 
Lay fiege to life and prefs the dire blockade ^ 
But unextinguifh'd Av'rice ftill remains^ 
And dreaded lofTes aggravate his pains ; 
He turns, with anxious heart and tripled hands^ 
His bonds of debt» and mortgages of lands ; ^ 
Or views his coffers with foipicioas eyes. 
Unlocks his gold, and counts it till lie dies. 

But grant, the virtues of a temperate prime 
Blefs with an age exempt from fcora or crime f 
An age that melts ia onperceiv'd deeay^ 
And glides in modeft innocence aw;^ ; 
Whofe peaceful day Benevdence endean, 
Whofe night congratulating CoaA^ienoe chears i 
The gen'ral fav'ritc as the gc&'ral friend ; 
Such age there », and who coidd wifli its end f 

Yet ev'n on thk her load Misfortune ftmgs^ 
To prefs the weary minutes flagging wings : 
New forrow rifes as the dav returns, 
A €fter ftckens, or a daughter mourns, 

L z Novr 
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Now kindred Merit fills the fable bier; 
Now lacerated Friettdfhip claims a tear. 
Year chafes year, decay purfues decay. 
Still drops fome joy from with'ring life away ;^ 
New forms arife, and difPrent views engage^* 
Superfluous lags the vet'ran on the ftage^ 
Till pitying Nature figns the laft releaie^ 
And bids afflidted worth retire to peace. 

But few there are whom hours like thefe iwsdt. 
Who fct unclouded in the gulphs of Fate. 
From Lydia's monarch fhould the fearch defcend. 
By Solon caution'd to regard his end. 

In life's laft fcene what prodigies furprife. 
Fears of the brave, and follies of the wife ? 
From Marlborough's eyes the ftreams of dotage flow^ 
And fwift expires a driv'ler and a fhow. 

The ^ teeming mother, anxious for her race. 
Begs for each birth the fortune of a face : 
Yet Vane could tell what ills from beauty fpring ; 
And Sedley curs'd the form that pleas'd a king. 
Ye nymphs of rofy lips and radiant eyes. 
Whom Pleafure keeps too bufy to be wife. 
Whom Joys with foft varieties invite. 
By day the frolick, and the dance by night. 
Who frown with vanity, who fmile with art. 
And afk the lateft faihion of the heart. 



m r^r. 289 —345, 

What 



[ i65l 

What care, what rules your heedlefs charms fliall favCf 
Each nymph your rival, and each youth your flave ? 
Againil your fame with fondnefs hate combines, < 
The rival batters, and the lover mines. 
With diflant voice negleded Virtue calls, 
Lefs heard and lefs, the faint remonfbance falls ; 
Tir'd with contempt, (he quits the flip'ry reign. 
And Pride and Prudence take her feat in vain. 
In crowd at once, where none the pafs defend. 
The harmlefs Freedom, and the private Friend. 
The guardians yield, by force fuperior ply*d ; 
By Int'reft, Prudence ; and by Flatt'ry, Pride. 
Now beauty falls betray'd, defpis'd, diibefs'd. 
And hiffing Infemy proclaims the reft. 

Where n then fhall Hope and Fear their objedb find? 

Muft dull Sufpence corrupt the ftagnant mind ? 
Muft helplefs man, in ignor^ce fedate. 
Roll darkling down the torrent of his fate ? 
Muft no diflike alarm, no wiihes rife. 

No cries attempt the mercies of the fkies ? 

Enquirer, ceafe, petitions yet resiain. 

Which heav'n may hear, nor deem religion vain. 

Still raife for good the fupplicating voice. 

But leave to heav'n the meafure and the choice. 

Safe in his pow'r, whpfe eyes difcem afar 

The fecret ambufli of a fpedous pra/r. 

n r#r. 346— 366. 

^ 3 Implore 
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Im{40re his aid, in his deci&ons re&f 

Secure wfaate'er he gives, he gives the belt. 

Yet when, the ienfe of facred pvefence fires. 

And fbrong devotion to the fkies afpires. 

Pour forth thy fervours for a healthful mind. 

Obedient pafiofte, and a will reiign'd ; 

For love, which icarce colledive man can fill ; 

For patience fov'reign o'er tran^nstuted ill ; 

For faith that panting for a happier feat. 

Counts death kind NatiU'e's fignal of retreat : 

Thefe goods (sxt fn»n the laws ^f heav'n ord^n, 

Thefe goods he grants^ who gr^ts the pow'r to gain ; 

With thefe celeflial WiUdom calms the mind. 

And makes the happineis ih<e does not find. 

The tears of OLD MAY-DAY. 

LED by the jocund train of vernal hours 
And vernal airs, oprofe the gende May ; 
Blufhing ihc role, and blnfhing rofe the fiow'rs 
That fprung i^MHitaaeoiK ia |he genial ray. 

Her locks with l^Qliv V« ambroA^l diews were bright. 
And am'rous 3s«phyrs flattered on her bread : 

With ev'ry Ihifting gleam of morning light 
The colours fhifted of her lainbeifv v^ 

tm. 



Imperial enfigns grac'd her fmiling foriRii 
A golden key, and golden wand ftie bore ; 

This charms to peace each fullen eaftern ftorm. 
And that unlocks the Summer's copious ftore. 

Onward in confcious majeity (he came. 
The grateful honours of mankind to tafte ; 

To gather faireft wreaths of future fame, 

And blend frefh triumphs with her glories paft* 

Vain hop6 ! no more ih choral bands unite 
Her virgin vot'rics, and at early dawiS 

gacred to May and Lovers toyfterioUfl ril*, 
Brufh the light dew-drops ^ from the (pkng^ed lawK« 

To her no more AugufU's b wealthy pride 
Pours the full tribute from Potofi's mine; 

Nor freih'blown garlands village maids provide, 
A purer ofF'ring, at her rufUc fhrine. 

No more the Maypole's verdant height aroUild 
To Valour's games th' ambitious ydttth advt&eei 

No merry bells afid tabors' rprightUef- (bmid 
Wake the limd Garol> lud die fydtiWt dance, 

^ The plate garlands of London. 



Sudden 
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Sudden in pen/ive fadnefs droop'd her head. 

Faint on her cheeks the blufhing crimfon dy'd— ^ 

♦* O ! chafte vidlorious triumphs, whither fled ? 
" My maiden honours, whither gone ?'* fhe cry'd. 

Ah ! once to fame fmd bright dominion bom. 
The Earth and (miling Ocean faw me rife. 
With time coeval and the ftar of mori^. 

The firft, the faireft daughter of the fides. 

« 

Then, when at heavVs prolific mandate fprung 

-The radiant beam of new-created day, 
CelefHal harps, to airs of triumph ftrung, 

Hail'd the glad dawn, and angels call'd me MAY. 

Space in her empty regions heard the found. 

And hills, and dales, and rocks, aiid vaUies rung ; 
The fun exulted in his glorious round. 

And fhouting planets in their courfes fung. 

Forever then I led the conftant year; 

Saw Youth, and Joy, and Love's enchanting wiles; 
Saw the mild Graces in my train appear. 

And infant Beauty brighten in my fmiles* 

No Winter frown'd. In fweet embrace ally'd. 
Three Mer Seafons danc'd th' eternal green ; 

And Springes retiring foftnefs gently vy'd 
With Autumn's bluih, and Summer's lofty mein. 



Toq 
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Too foon, when man prophan'd the bleffings giv'ni 
And Vengeance arm'd to blot a guilty age. 

With bright Aftrea to my native heav'n 
I fled, and flying faw the Deluge rage : 

Saw burfting clouds eclipfe the noontide beams. 
While founding billows from the mountains rolPd, 

With bitter waves polluting all my ilreams. 

My neftar'd Ilreams, that flow'd on fands of gold. 

Then vanquifh'd many a fea-girt ifle and grove. 
Their forefls floating on the wat'ry plain : 

Then, fam'd for arts and laws deriv'd from Jove, 
My Atalaiitis c funk beneath the main. 

No longer bloom'd primeval Eden's bowVs, 

Nor guardian dragons watch'd th' Heiperian ileep : 

With all tjieir fountains, fragrant fruits and flow'rs. 
Torn from the continent to glut the deep. 

No more to dwell in fylvan fcenes I deign'd> 
Yet oft defcending to the languid earth. 

With quick'ning pow'rs the fainting mais fuftain'd. 
And wak'd her flumb'ring atoms into birth. 

And ev'ry echo caught my raptur'd name. 
And ev'ry virgin bireath'd her am'roas vows. 

And precious wreaths of rich immortal fame» 
ShowVd by the Mofes, crown'd my lofty brows* 

c See Plato. 
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SONG for RANELAGH. 



By Mr. W. Whitehead. 



I. 



YE belles, and ye flirts^ and ye pert little things. 
Who trip in this frolickibme round. 
Pray tell me from whence this indecency (jprings. 

The fexes at once to confound : 
What means the cock'd hat, and the mafculine air. 

With each motion defign'd to perplex ? 
Bright eyes were intended to languiih, not flare. 

And foftnefs the teft of your fex. 

The girl who on beauty depends for fupport, 

May call ev'ry art to her aid : 
The bofom difplay'd, and the petticoat ihort. 

Are (amples Ihe gives of her trade. 
But you, on whom Fortune indulgently fmiles. 

And whom Pride has preferv'd from the fnare ; 
Should (lily attack us, with coynefs and wiles. 

Not with open and infolent air. 



UI. The 
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III. 

The Venus whofe ftatue delights all mankind 

Shrinks modeftly back from the view. 
And kindly fhou'd feem by the artift defign'd 

To ferve as a model for you. 
Then learn with her beauties to copy her air. 

Nor venture too much to reveal ; 
Our fancies will paint what you cover with care. 

And double each charm you conceal. 

IV. 
The blufhes of Morn, and the mildnefs of May^ 

Are charms which no art can procure ; 
Oh ! be but yourfelves, and our homage we pay^ 

And your empire is folid and fure. 
But if Amazon-like you attack your gallants. 

And put us in fear of our lives. 
You may do very well for fillers and aunts. 

But believe me you'll never be wives. 



■% 



The Benedicite Paraphrafcd, 

By the Rev. Mr. Merrick. 

YE works of God, on him alone. 
In earth his footftool, heaven his throne. 
Be all your praife beftow'd ; 
Whofe hand the beauteous hbrkk made, 
Whofe eye the finiih'd work furvey'd. 
And faw that all was good, 

% n. Yc 



[ ml 

n. 

Ve angels, that with loud acclaini 
Admiring view'd the new-bom frame^ 

And haiPd th* eternal King ; 
Again proclaim your Maker's praiie^ 
Again your thankful voices raife. 

And touch the tuneful firing. 

111. 
Praife him, ye blefs*d astherial plains^ 
Where, in full majefty, he deigns 

To fix his aweful throne : 
Ye waters, that above him roll. 
From orb to orb, from pole to pole. 

Oh ! make his praifes known ! 

IV. 
Ye thrones, dominions, virtues, pcw'rs^ 
Join ye your joyful fongs with ours. 

With us your voices raife ; 
From age to age extend the lay. 
To heav'n's eternal Monarch pay 

Hymns of eternal praife. 

V. 
Cceleftial orb !— — whofe powerful ray 
Opes the glad eyelids af die day, 

Whofe influence all things own ; 
Praife him, whofe Courts efiklgent Ihine 
With light, as ht excelling thine» 

As thine the paler jRioon* 



VI. Yc 
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VI. 

Ye glitt'ring planets of the flcy, 
Whofe lamps the abfent fun fupply^ 

With him the fong purfue ; 
And let himfelf {iibmiffive own. 
He borrows from a brighter SttB, 

The light he lends to you, 

VIT. 
Ye fliow'rs, and dews, whofe moiilure fhcd. 
Calls into life the opening feed. 

To him your praifes yield ; 
Whofe influence wakes the genial birdi^ 
Drops fatnefs on the pregnant earth. 

And crowns the laughing field. 

vm. 

Ye winds, that oft* tempeftuous fweep ' 
The ruffled furfhce of the deep. 

With us confefs your God ; 
See, through the heav'ns, the King of kings^ 
Up-borne on your expanded wings. 

Come flying all abroad. 

IX. 
Ye floods of fire, where-e*er ye flow. 
With juft fubmiflion humbly bow 

To his fuperior pow\* ; 
Who flops the tempeft on its way. 
Or bids the flaming delage ftray. 

And gives it fh-ength to voar. 
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X. 

Vc fammer's heat, aijd winter's cold. 
By turns in long fucceflion roll'd^ 
The drooping world to chear ; 
Praife him> who gave the fun and moonj 

To lead the various feafbns on, 

And guide the circling year. 

XI. 
Ve frofls, that bind the wat'ry plain. 
Ye iilent lhow*rs of fleecy rain> 

Purfue the heav'nly theme : 

Praife him who fheds the driving fnow^ 
Forbids the hardened waves to flow. 
And flops the rapid fbeam. 

xn. 

Ye days~and nights, that fwiftly bom, 
From morn to eve, from eve to morn. 

Alternate glide away ; 
Praife him, whofe never- varying light, 
Abfent, addjs horror to the night. 

But prefent gives the day. 

xm. 

Light,— from whofe rays all beauty fprings, 
Darknefs,*— whofe wide-expanded wings 

Involve -the dufky globe : ♦ 

Praife him, who, when the heav'ns he fpread, 
Darknefs his thick pavillion made> 

And light his regal robe* 

XIV. Praife 
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t^raife him, ye light'itings, as ye fly, 
Wing'd with his tefigeance through the fkyt 

And red with wrath divine ; 
Praife hitti, ye clouds^ that wandering ftray, 
jOr fix'd by him iii clofe array. 

Surround his aweftd (hrine. 

XV; 
Exalt, O eal-th ! thy heav'nly King; 
Who bids the plants, that form the ipring. 

With annual verdure bloom ; 
Whofe frequent dr6ps of kindly rain, 
Prolifick fwell th6 rip'ning grain. 

And blefs thy fertile womb: 

XVI: 
Ye mountains, that ambitious rife. 
And heave your fummits to the fkies^ 

Revere his aweful nod ; 
Think how you Once affrighted fled. 
When Jordan fought his fountain- head, 

And own'dth' approaching God. 

XVII: 
Ye trees, that fill the rural fcenc^ 
Ye flowers, that o*er th' enamel'd green 

In native beauty reign, 
0\ praife the Rder of the (kies, 
Whofe hand the genial fap fupplics. 

And clothes the fmiling plain. 
Vol. IV. M X\'UL Ye 
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XVIII: 

Ye fecret fprings, ye gentle rills. 
That murm'ring rife among the hills. 

Or fill the humble vale ; 
Praife him, at whofe almighty nod 
The rugged rock difTolving flowed. 
And form'd a fpringing well. 

XIX. 
Praife him, ye floods, and feas profound, 
Whofe waves the fpacious earth fttrround> 

And roll from fhore to fhore ; 
Aw'd by his voice, ye feas, fubiide. 
Ye floods, within your channels glide. 
And tremble and adore. 

XX 
Ye whales, that ftir the boiling deep. 
Or in its dark recefles fleep. 
Remote from human eye ; 
Praife him, by whom ye all are fed, 
Praife him, without whole heavenly aid 
Ye languifli, faint, and die.' 

XXI. 
Ye birds, exalt your Maker*s name,' 
Begin, and with th' important theme 

Your artlefs lays improve ; 
Wake with your fongs the rifing day. 
Let mufick found on ey'ry (pray. 
And fill the vocal grove. 

XXU. Praife 
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XXII. 

Praife him, ye biealls, that nightly roam 
Amid the folitary gloom, 

Th' expeded prey to feize; 
Ye flaves of the laborious plough. 
Your ftubborn necks fubmiflive bow. 
And bend your weary'd knees* 

XXIII. 
Ye fons of meti, his praife difplay. 
Who ftampt his image on yonfr clay, 

And gave it pow'r to move ; 
Ye, that in Judah's confines dwell. 
From age to age fucceffive tell 
The wonders of his love. 

XXIV. 
Let Levies tribe the lay prolongs 
*Till angels liften to the fong. 
And bend attentive down ; 
Let wonder feize the heav*hly train, 
Pleas'd, while they hear a mortal ftraiti. 
So fweet, fo like their own. 

XXV. 
And you, your thankful voices join. 
That oft at Salem*s facred fhrine 

Before his altars kneel ; 
Where thron'd in majefty he dwells. 
And from the myftick cloud reveals 
The didates of his will. 

M 2 XXVL Ye 
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XXVI. 
Ye iplriu of the jufl and good^ 
*rhsitf eager for the bleft abode. 

To heav'nly maniions foar ; 
O ! let your (btfgs his praife diiplay. 
Till heav-n itfelf fhall melt away> 

And time fhall be no more. 

xxvn. 

Praife him, ye meek and humble train. 
Ye faints, whom his decrees ordain 

The boundlefs blifs to fhare ; 
O! praife him, till ye take your way 
To regions of eternal day. 

And reign for ever there. 

xxvm. 

Let us, who now impaffive ftand, 
Aw*d by the tyrant's ftem command. 

Amid the fiery blaze ; 
While thus we triumph in the flame. 
Rife, and our Maker's love prodaimy 

In hymns of endlefs praifct 



AN 
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An ODE to FANCY, 



By die Same, 



FANCY, whofe delufions vain 
Sport themrelves with human brain ^ 
Rival thou of Nature's pow'r, 
Can'ft, from thy exhauftlefs ftore. 
Bid a tide of forrow flow. 
And whelm the foul in deepeft woe ; 

Or in the twinkling of an eye, 
Raife it to mirth and jollity. 

Dreams and fh^dows by thee fl^ad, . 
Taught to run at thy comnund^ ., 

And along the wanton air. 
Flit like empty Goffimer. 
Thee, Uack Melancholy of yore 
To the fwift-wing'd Hermes bore : 
From the mixture of thy line. 
Different aatures in thee join. 
Which thou chufeft to expreis 

By the variance of thy drefs» 

M 3 
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Now like thy fire thou lov'ft to feem 
Xight and gay with pinioQs trim, 
lyift in all the dyes that glow 
In the bend of Iris* bow : ^ 
Now like thy mother drear and fad, 
(All in mournful vefbnents clad, 
Cyprefs weeds and fable flole,) 
Thou rufheft on th' affiighted ibul. 
Oft I feel thee coming on, 
When the night hath reach'd her noon. 
And darkneis, partner of her reign. 
Round the world hath bound her chain. 
Then with meafur'd ftep and flow. 
In the church-yard path X go. 
And while my outward ienfes deep. 
Loft in contempls^n deep. 
Sudden I ftop, and turn my ear. 
And lift'ning hear, or think I hear, 
Firft a dead and fullen found 
Walks along the holy ground ; 
Then thro' the gloom alternate break 
Groans, and the Ihrill fcreech-owPs ftiriek. 
Lo 1 the moon hath hid her head. 
And the graves give up their dead : 
By me pafs the ghaftly crowds. 
Wrapt in vifionary ihrouds ; 
Maids, who died with love forlorn. 
Youths, who fell by maidens* fcorn, 

Helplefs 
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Helplefs fires and matrons old 

Slain for fordid third of gold. 

And babes who owe their fhorten'd date 

To cruel ftep-dames ruthlefs hate ; 

Each their fev'ral errands go, . 

To haunt the wretch Aat wrought their woe : 

From their fight the caitiff flies, 

And his heart within him dies ; 

While a horror damp and chill 

Thro' his frozen blood doth tiriU, 

And his hair for very dread 

Bears itfelf upon his head. 

When the early breath of day 

Hath made the fliadows flee away ; 

Still pofl'efs'd by thee I rove 

Bofom*d in the fhelt'ring grove. 

There, with heart and lyre new ftrung. 

Meditate the lofty fong. 

And if thou my voice infpire. 

And with wonted frenzy fire. 

Aided by thee I build the rhyme 

Such, as nor the flight of time. 

Nor wafling flame, nor eating fhow*r. 

Nor lightning's blafl: can e'er devour. 

Or if chance fome moral page 

My attentive thoughts engage. 

On I walk, with filent tread. 

Under the tliick woven (hade, 

M 4 While 
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While the thrufh, unheeded by. 

Tunes her artlefs minflrelfy. 

Li&'ning to their facred lore, 

I think on ages long paft o'er> 

When Truth and Virtue hand in hand 

Walk'd upon the fmiling land. 

Thence my eyes on Britain glance^ 

Andy awaken'd from my trance. 

While my bufy thoughts I rear. 

Oft I wipe diQ falling tear. 

When the night again defcends 

And her ihadowy cone extends. 

O'er the fields I walk alone. 

By the filence of the moon. 

Hark ! upon my left I hear 

Wild mufick wand'ring in the air; 

Led by the found I onward creep. 

And thro* the neighboring hedge I peep ; 

There I fpy the Fairy band 

Dancing on the level land, 

Now with ftep alternate bound, 

Join'd in one continu'd round. 
Now their plighted hands unbind. 

And fuch tangled mazes wind 
As the quick eye can fcarce purfue. 
And wou'd have puzzled that fem'd clue. 
Which led th' Athenian's uttfkillM feet 
Thro' the Labyrin|h of Crete. 

. At 



f i85 1 

At the near approach of day, 
Suddeui the mufick dies away^ 
Wafting in the fea of air, 
And the phantoms difappear. 

All (as the glow-worm waxes dim) 
Vanifh like a morning dream. 
And of their revels leave no trace. 
Save the ring upon the graft. 

When the elphin fliow is fled. 

Home I hafte me to my bed ; 

There, if thou with magick wand 

On my temples take thy ftand, 

I fee in mix'd diforder rife 

All that ftruck my waking eyes : 

So when I ftand, and round me gazei 

Where the fam-d Lodona ftrays ; 

Pn the woods and thickets brown. 

That its fedgy margin crown. 

And watch the vagrant clouds that &y 

Thro' the vaft deiart oftheflty, .. .} i 

When adown I caft my look 

On the fmooth unruffled .brook, 
(While its current clear doth run. 
And holds it& mirrour to the fun,) 
There I fee th' inverted fcene 
Fall, and meet the #ye again. 



The 
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The MONKIES, a TALE. 

By thfl Same. 

WHOE'ER with curious eye has rang'd 
Thro' Ovid's tales, has fecn 
How Jove, incens'd, to monkies chang'd 
A tribe of worthlefs men. 

Repentant fbon th' offending race 

Intreat the injur'd pow'r. 
To give them back the human face. 

And reafon's aid reftore. 

Jove, footh'd at length, his ear inclin'd^ 

And granted half their pray'r ; 
But t'other half he bade the wind 

Difperfe in empty air. 

Scarce had the thund'rer giv'n the nod 

That ftiook the vaulted fldcs. 
With haughtier air the creatures ftrode. 

And ilretch'd their dwindled fize. 



The 
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The hair in curls luxuriant now 

Around their temples fpread ; 
The tail that whilom hung below« . 

Now dangled from the head. 

The head remains unchanged within. 

Nor altered much the face ; 
It flill retains its native grin. 

And all its old grimace. 

Thus half transform'd and half the fsme^ 

Jove bade them take their place, 
(Reftoring them their ancient claim) 

Among the human race. 

Man with contempt the brute furvcy'd. 

Nor would a name beftow ; 
But woman lik'd the motley breeds 

And call'd the thing a 6eau« 

An EPITAPH. 

OU .^ te fab tencra rapuerunt, P«ta, juvcnti, 
O utinam me crudclia fata vocent ; 
Ut linquam terras invifaquc lumina folis, 
Utque tuus rurfum corpore fim pofito. 

Tu 
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Tu cave Laethaeo ttontingas ora liquore, 
Et cito venturi fis memor, oro, viri 

TTe fcquar obfcurum per iter ; dux ibit cunti 
Fidus amor, tenebras lampade diicutiens. 

Thus Translated, 

By the Same. 

THEE, Pacta, Death's relentlefs hand 
Out oflFin earlieft bloom : 
Oh ! had the fates for me ordain'd 
To fhare an equal doom ; 

With joy this bufy world Fd leave, 

This hated light refign. 
To lay me in the peaceful gravf 

And be for ever thine : 

Do thou, if Lethe court thy lip. 

To tafte its (beam forbear : 
Still in thy foul his image keep. 

Who haftes to meet thee there. 



Safe o*er the dark and dreary fliorc 

In queft of thee I'll roam. 
Love with his lamp fhall run before, 

And bre^ the arcling gloom* 

VERSES 
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VERSES fent to Dean Swift on his 
Birth-day, with P i n e * s Horace finely 
bound. 

Written by Dr. J. S i c a n- 
[Horace ffeaking.] 

YOU'VE read. Sir, in poetic flrain^ 
How Varus and the Mantuan fwain^ 
Have on my birth day been inrited 
(But I was forc'd in verfe to write it,) 
Upon a plain repaft to dine. 

And tafte my old Campanian winej 
But I, who all punctilio's hate, 

Tho' long familiar with the great/ ' 

Nor glory in my reputation. 

Am come without an invitation. 

And tho' I'm us'd to right Falernian/ 

I'll deign for once to taile lernian ; 

But fearing that you might difputc 

(Had I put on a common fuit,) 

My breeding and my poUteife/ . 

I vifit in a birtk-day dreila i ^ ■ . 

My 
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My coat of pureft Turkey-red, 
With gold embroid'ry richly ipread ; 
To which, I've fure as good pretenfions^ 
As Iriih lords who ftarve on penfions. 
What tho' proud xniniAers of Hate 
Did at your antichambcr wait ; 
What tho* your Oxfords, and your St. Johns, 
Have at your Levee paid attendance ; 
And Peterborough and great Ormond, 
With many chiefs who now are dormant, 
Have laid aftde the general's flafF 
And public cares, with you to laugh ; 
Yet I fome friends as good can name. 
Nor lefs the darling fons of feme ; 
For fure my P(dlio and Mecsenas 
Were as good ftatefinen, Mr. Dean, as 
Either your Bolingbroke br Harley, 
Tho' they made Lewis beg a parley : 
And as, for Mordaunt your loy'd hero, 
I'll match him with my Drufus Nero* 
You'll boaft perhaps your fav'rite Pope, 
But Virgil is as good I hope. 
I own indeed I can't get any 
To equal Hellham and Delany ; 
Since, Athens brought forth Socrates, 
A Grecian Ifle Hippocrates ; 
Since, TuUy liv'd before my time. 

And Galen blcfs'd another clime; 

. You'll 
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You'll plead perhaps to my requeft 
To be admitted as a gueft, 

Vpur hearing's bad but why fuch fears ? 

I- {peak to eyes, and not to ears ; 

And for that reafon, wifely took 

The form you fee me in, a book. 

Attack'd, by flow devouring moths. 

By rage of barb'rous Huns and Goths : 

By Bentley's notes, my deadlieft foes. 

By Creech's rhimes and DunAer's profe ; 

I found my boafted wit and fire 

In their rude hands almoft expire : 

Yet ftill they but in vain aflail'd. 

For had their violence prevailed. 

And in a blaft delbx)y'd my fame^ 

They wou'd have partly mifs'd their aim ; 

Since all my fpirit in thy page . 

Defies the Vandals of this age. 

'Tis yours to fave thefe fmall remains 

From future pedants muddy brains. 

And fix my long-uncertain fate. 

You beft knowhow,—— Which way ?-— ^tranflate.' 




VERSES 
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VERSES written in a GARDEN; 

By Lady M. W. M. 

SE E liow that pair of billing doves 
With open mannurs own their loves f 
And heedlefs of cenforious eyes, 
Purfue their unpolluted joys : 

No fears of future want moleft 
The downy quiet of their neft ; 

No int'refl join'd the happy pairj 
Securely Ueft in Nature's care. 
While her dear dilates they purfue : 
For conflancy is nature too. 

Can all the doftrine of our fdiools^ 
Our maxims, our religious rules. 
Can learning to our lives enfure 
Virtue fo bright, or blifs fo pure ? 
The great Creator's happy ends. 
Virtue and pleafure ever blends : 
In vain the church and court have try'd 
Th' united eflence to divide ; 
Alike they find their wild miftake. 
The pedant prieft, and giddy rake. 



An 
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ANSWER to a LOVE-LETTER. 

By the Same. 

IS it to mt, this fad lamenting ftrain ? 
Are heaven's choiceft gifts beftow'd in vain ? 
A plenteous fortune, and a beauteous bride^ 
Your love rewarded, gratify'd your pride : 
Yet leaving her— 'tis me that you purfue 
Without one fingle charm, but being new. 
How vile is man ! how I deteft their ways 
Of artful falfhood, and deiigning praife ! 
Taftelefs, an eaiy happinefs you flight. 
Ruin your joy, and mifchief your delight* 
Why (hoold poor pug (the mimic of your kind) 
Wear a rough chain, and be to box confin'd ? 
Some cup, perhaps, he breaks, or tears a fan^ 
While roves unpunifh'd the deftroyer, man» 
Not bound by vows, and unrefh-ain'd by ihame. 
In fport you break the heart, and rend the fame. 
Not that your art can be fuccefsful here, 
Th' already plunder'd need no robber fear : 

Vofc. IV. N Nor 
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Nor fighs, nor charms, nor flatteries- can move. 
Too well iecur*d againft a fecond love. 
Once, and bat once, that devil charm'd my mind^ 
To reafbn deaf, to obfervation blind ; 
I idly hop'd (what cannot love perfuade !) 
My fondnels eqnal'd, and my love repay'd ; * 
^ow to diffa-uft, and willing to believe. 
Long hufh'd my doubts, and did myfelf deceive : 
But, oh ! too foon ■ this tale would ever laft ; 
Sleep, fleep, my wrongs, and let me think 'em paH, 
For you, who mourn with counterfeited grief. 
And afk fo boldly like a begging thief. 
May foon fome other njrmph inflict the pain. 
You know fo well with cruel art to feign. 
Tho' long you Qiorted have with Cupid-s dart. 
You may fee eyes, and you may feel a heart. 
So the brifk wits, who flop the evening coach. 
Laugh at the fear that follows their approach ; 
With idle mirth, and haughty fcom defpife 
The paflenger's pale cheek, and fhuing eyes : 
But feizM by Juftice, find a fright no jeft, 
A^d all the terror doubled in their breaift* 



In 
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c>llpdljsxiSpcipd^^ 



in Anfwer to a LADY virho advifed 
RETIREMENT. 

By the Same. 

YOU little know the heart that you adviJe ; 
I view this varioiu icene with equal eyes : 
In crowded courts I find myfelf alone. 
And pay my worlhip to a nobler throne. 
Long fince the value of this world I know^ 
Pity the madneis> and defpife the fhow« 
Well as I can my tedious part I bear. 
And wait for my diimiflion without fear* 
Seldom I mark mankind's detefted ways^ 
Not hearing cenfure, iM>r ailedUngpraife; 
And, unconcern'dy my future fbate I truil 
To that fole Being, merciful and juft« 



N ^ Aa 
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An Addrefs of the Statues at Stowe, 
to Lord C o B H A M^ on his Return to 
his Gardens. 

FROM every Mufe and every art thy own. 
Thy bow'rs our theatres, thy mind our throne ; 
Hail ! to thy virtues manumiz'd from Hate ; 
Hail ! to thy leifure to be wifely great. 

Fetter'd by4nties and to forms endavM^ ' 
How timely have thy years a remnant fav'd ! 
To tafte that freedom which thy fword maintain'd. 
And lead m lettered eafe, a life unpain'd': 
So 'Scipio (Carthage 6dl'n) refign'd )us plume. 
And imil'd at the fbrgetfulnefs of Rome. 
O greatly blefs'd ! whofe evening fweeteft ihines. 
And, in unclouded flownefs, calm declines \ . 
While free refledUon with reverted eye, 
Wan'd from hot nOon-tide and« troubled iky. 
Divides life well : the largeft part, long known 
Thy country's claim ; the laft and beft thy own. 

Here while detach'd, thy felf-fupported foul 
Refumes dominion and efcapes controul ; 
Moves with a grandeur, monarchs wilh in vain. 
Above all fears, ilorms^ dangers, hopes or pain ; 

A glance 
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A glance fometimes from thy fafe fummit throw. 

And fee the dufty world look dim below : 

Thro' the d^k throng difcem huge flaves of pride 

Should'ring unheeded Happinefs afide ; 

Thwarted and pufh'd and lab'rlng into name. 

And dignify'd with all the dirt of fame ; 

Then with a finile fuperior, turn away. 

And lop th' exuberance of fome draggling fpray ; 

Wind thro' thy mazes to ferene delight. 

And from the burfling bubbles ihade thy fight. 

Yet where thou fhit^A^ like heav'n behind a doad. 
Moving like b'ght, all piercjng, tho' not loud ; 
The Mufe fhall find thee in thy bleft retreat. 

And breathe this honefl wifh at Cobham's feet : 
Frefh as thy lakes, may all thy pleafures flow ! - 
And breezy like thy groves, thy pafiions blow ! 
Wide as thy fancy, be thy fpreading pndfe I 
And long and lovely as thy walks, thy days. 




N 3 , An 
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An 



ODE 



PN TH E 

PEATH of Mr. P E L H A M. 

An honeft man^s the mhlefi ijjork of God! Pope, 

LET others hiail the rififig fun, 
I bow to that whofe conrie is xxokf 
Which iets in endJeis night ; 
Whofe rays benignant blefs'd this ille, 
Made peaceful Nature round us fmile 
Widi calm, but chearfnl light. 



No bounty pail provokes my. prdfe^ 
No future pro(pe^ prompt my layS| 

From real grief they flow ; 
I catch th' alarm from Britain's fears^ 
My forrows fall with Britain's tears, 

And join a nation's woe. 



Sec 
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Sec— —as you pafs the crowded llreet, 
Defpondence clouds each face you meet. 

All their loft friend deplore : 
You read in every penlive eye. 
You hear in ev'ry broken iigh. 

That Pelham is no more. 

If thus each Briton be alarm'd. 
Whom but his diftant influence warmM, 

What grief their breafb muft leikd. 
Who in his private virtues blefs'd. 
By Nature's deareft tyes poflcfs'd 

The Hulband, Father, Friend* 

What ! mute ye bards ? '-—no moornfiil veffe^ 
No chaplets to adorn his hearfe. 

To crown the good and juft ? 
Your flowers in warmer regions bloom» 
You feek no penfions horn the tomb^ 

No laurels from the duft. 

When pow'r departed with hid breathy 
The fons of Flatt'ry fled from death : 

Such infe£b fwarm at noon. 
Not for herfelf my Muie is griev'd^ 
She never zik^d^ nor e'er recdy'dl, 

One minifterial boon. 

. N4 Hatk 
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Hath fdme peculiar ih-ange offence, 
Againft us ann'd Omnipotence, 

To check the nation's pride ? 
Behold th' appointed punifliment ! 
At length the vengeful bolt is fcnt. 

It fell when Pclham dy'd ! 

Uncheck'd by Ihame, unaw'd by dread. 
When Vice triumphant rears her head. 

Vengeance can fleep no more ; 
The evil angel ftalks at large. 
The good fubmits, refigns his charge. 

And quits th' unhallowed fhpre. 

The fame fad morn « to church and ftatc^ 
(So for our jQns 'tuas fix'd by fate) 

A double ibt)ke was giv'n ; 
Black as the whirlwinds of die north, 
St. J n's fell Genius ilFu'd forth. 

Arid Pelham fled to hcav'n ! 

By angels watch'd in Eden's bow'rs. 
Our parents pafs-d their peaKefiil hours. 

Nor guilt nor pain they knew ; 
But on the day which uiher'<l in 
The hell-born train of mortal fin. 

The heav'nly guards withdrew. 

» The 6th vf March y 1 754, 'was remarkable for the public a^, 
tion of the ^orks of a late Lord f and the death of Mr* Pelham, 

Look 
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Look down, much honoured fhade, below } 
Still let thy pity aid our woe ; 

Stretch out thy healing hand ; 
Refume thofe feelings, which oxw earth 
Proclaim*d thy patriot love and worthy 

And fav'd a finking land. 

Search, with thy more tihan mortal eye, 
The breafts of all thy friends : de&ry 

What there has got pofTeffion. 
See if thy anfufpedUng heart. 
In fome for truth miilook not art. 

For principle, profeflion. 

From theie, the pefts of Tiuman kind. 
Whom royal bounty cannot bind, 

Proted our parent King: 
Unmafk their treachery to hie fight, 
Drag forth the vipers into light. 

And cruih them ere they fting. 

If fuch his tmft and honours (hare, 
Again exert thy guardian care. 

Each vcnom'd heart difclofe ; 
On Him, on Him, our all depends. 
Oh iave him from his treach'rous friends. 

He cannot fear his fo^ s. 

Whoe*er 
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Whoever (hall at the helm prefidiw 
Still let thy prudenpe be his g^de. 

To flexn the troubled wave ; 
But chiefly wh|(per in his ear, 
^^ That GxoR€E is open, jufl, lincere, 

** And dares to (corn a knave." 

No ielfifh views t' opprefs mankind* 
No mad ambition fiPd thy mind. 

To purcha£e &me with blood ; 
Thy bofom glow'd with purer heat ; 
Convinc'd that to be truly great. 

Is only to be good# 

To hear no lawkfi paffion's call. 
To ferre thy King, yet feel for all. 

Such was thy glorious plan ! 
Wifdom with gen'ious love took par^ 
Together work thy head and heartt 

The Miniiler and Mafi. 

* 

Unite, ye kindred (cms of worth ; 
Strangle bold £i£tion in its birth; 

Be Britain's weal your view ! 
For this great emd let all combines 
fjct virtu0 Hnk each &ir de%n» 

And Pelham live in y€U2« 

VERSES 



C *o3 ] 




VERSES 

Written at Montauban in France, 1750. 

By the Rev. Mr. Joseph War ton. 

TARN, how delightful wind thy willow'd wftve9» 
But ah ! they frufUiy a land of flaves ! 
In vain thy bare-foot, fun-burnt peafants hide 
With lufcious grapes yon' hill's romantic fide ; 
No cups neftareous fhall their toils tepscff 
The prieft's, the foldier's, and the fermier^s prey : 
Vain glows this fun in cloudlefs glory dreft. 
That ftrikes frelh vigour thro* the pining breaft ; 
Give me, beneath a colder, changeful iky. 
My foul's beft, only pleafure. Liberty ! 
What millions perifh'd near thy mournful flood> ^ 
When the red papal tyrant cry'd oat— •— " Blood I 
Xicfs fierce the Saracen, and quiver'd Moor, 
That dafh'd diy infants ^gamft the ftones of yort I 
Be wam'd ye nations round ; and trembling ice 
Dire fuperfUtion quench humanity 1 

b Alluding to the p€rficuti$nt rf tin t^flfimHt ondtbi 
nvars of the Si^iKcnSi (firtifd 991 Jn th Swkim frcvinccs 
»f France^ 

By 



f: 
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By all the chiefi in Freedom's battles lofl ; 

3f wiie and vutuoas Alfred's awefal ghod ; 

By old Galgacvs' icythed, iron car. 

That fwiftly whirling thro* the walks of war, 

Dafli'd Roman blood, and crnfh'd the foreign things ; 

By holy Druids' courage-breathing (bugs ; 

By fierce Bonduca's ihield, and foaming fteeds ; 

By the bold peers that met on Thames's meads ; 

By the fifth Hekry's helm, and lightning fpear» 
O LiBBRTY, my warm petition hear; 
Be Albion (till' diy joy! with her remain. 

Long as the forge (hall lafh her oak-crown'd plain! 



Thp Revenge of AMERICA. 

By the Same. 

WHEN Cortex' furious legions flew 
0*er rarag'd fields of rich Peru, 
Struck with his bleeding pisople^s woetit 
Old India's aweful Genius rofe. 
He fat on Andes' topmoft ftone. 
And beard a thoufand nations groan ; 
For grief his feathery crown he tore. 

To fee huge Plata foam with gore; 

He 
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He brokd* his arrows, ftampt the groandy 
To view his cities iinoaking round. 

What woes, he cr/d, hath lufl of gold 
O'er my poor country widely roll'd; 
Plunderers proceed ! my bowels tear. 
But ye ihall meet defiru^on there ; 
From the deep-vaulted mine ihall riie 
Th' infatiate fiend, pale Avarice ! 
Whofe fteps fhall trembling Juftice fly. 
Peace, Order, Law, and Amity ! 
I fee all Europe's children curft -*' . 
With lucre's miiverfal thirft : 
The rage that fweeps my fons away. 
My baneful gold fhall well repay. 



<- 
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The Dying INDIAN. 

By the Same. 

THE dart of Izdabel prevails! 'twas dipt 
In double poifon 1 fliall foon arrive 

At the bleft ifland, where no tigers (pring 
On heedlcfs hunters ; where anana's bloom 
Thrice in each moon ; where rivers finoothly glide. 
Nor thundering torrents whirl the light canoe 

Down 
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Down to tie fca ; where my forefathers fearf 

Daily on hearts of Spaniards ! ■■ O my fbn^ 

I feel the venom bufy in my breaft^ 

Approach, and bring my crown, deck'd with the teeth 

Of that bold chriftian who firft dar'd deflour 

The virgins of the ftm ; and, dire,to tell ! 

Robb'd Vitzipultzi's flatue of its gems ! 

I mark'd the fpot where they interred this traitorj 

And once at midnight Hole I to his tomb. 

And tore his carcafs from the earth, and left it 

A prey to poifbnous flies. Preferve this crown 

With iacred fecrecy : if e'er returns 

Thy much-lov'd mother from the defart woods 

Where, as I hmited late, I.haplefs lofl her, 

Cheriih her age. Tell her I ne^er have worihip'd 

With thole that eat their God. And when diieafd 

Preyii onher languid limbs, ^hen kindly ftab her 

With thine own hands, nor fufFer her to linger^ 

Like chriftian cowards, in a life of pain. 

I go ! great Copac beckons me ! farewell I 
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^joo5oo5ooJfe)c4ooJiooJ^ 

ODE occafion'd by Reading Mr. West's' 
Tranflation of Pindar, 

By the Same. 

I. I. 

ALBION exult ! thy fons a voice divine have heard» 
The man of Thebes hath in thy vales appeared 1 
Hark ! with frefh rage and undiminifii'd fire. 
The fweet enthufiaft fmites the Britifh lyre ; 
The founds that echoed on Alpheus' ftreams. 
Reach the delighted ear of liftening Thames ; 
1^0 ! fwift acrofs the duily plain 
Great Theron's foaming couriers flrain L 
What mortal tongue e'er roU'd along 
Such full impetuous tides of nervous fong i^ 

I. 2. 

The fearful, frigid lays of cold and creeping Art, . 

Nor touch, nor can traniport th' unfeeling heart) 

Pindar, our inmoft bofom piercing, warms 

With glory's love, and eager thirft of arms : 

When Freedom fpeaks in his majeftic ffa:ain. 

The patriot-paffions beat in every veia : 

We long to fit with heroes old, 

'Mid groves of vegetable gold, 

* Where Cadmus and Achilles dwell. 

And fUU of daring deeds and dangers tell. 

I. 3. Away 
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I- 3- 
Away, enervate bards, away, 
YHio fpin the courtly, filken lay, 
1> As wreaths for fome vain Louis' head. 
Or mourn fome foft Adonis dead : 
No more your polifh'd lyrics boaft. 
In Britifh Pindar's ftrength o'erwhelm'd and loft : 
As 'well might ye compare 
The glimmerings of a waxen flamCi 
(Emblem of verfe corredUy tame) 
« To his own Etna's fulphur-fpouting caves. 
When to heaven's vault the fiery deluge raves. 
When dbyds and burning rocks dart thro' the troubled air. 

11. I. 
Id roaring catara^ls down Andes' channel'd fteeps 
Mark how enormous Orellana fweeps ! 
Monarch of mighty floods ! fupremely ftrong. 
Foaming from cliiF to cliff he whirls along, 
Swoln with an hundred hills' coUefled fixows : 
Thence over namelefs regions widely flows. 
Round fragrant ifles, and citron-rgroves. 
Where ftill the naked Indian roves. 
And J&fely builds his leafy bow'r. 
From flavery far, and curft Iberian pow'r ; 



h JUuiling to the French and Italian Ijric poets, 
^ See I. Fyth. Od. 



il. 2. So 
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II. 2. 

So rapid Pindar flows. O parent of the lyre. 

Let me for ever thy fweet ions admire ! 
O ancient Greece ! but chief the bard whole lays 
The matchlefs tale of Troy divine emblaze ; 
And next Euripides, foft Pity's prieft. 
Who melts in ufeful woes the bleeding breaH ; 
And him, who paints th' incefluous king, 
Whofe foul amaze and horror wring ; 
Teach me to taile their charms refin'd. 
The richefl banquet of th' enraptur'd mind : 

II. 3- 

Forthe bleft man, the mufe's child. ^ 

On whofe aufpicious birth (he fmil'd, 
Whofe foul (he form'd of purer fire. 
For whom ihe tun'd a golden lyre. 
Seeks not in fighting fields renown : 
No widows' nudnight (hrieks, nor burning town. 
The peaceful poet pleafe ; 
Nor ceafelefs toils for fordid gains. 
Nor purple pomp, nor wide domains* 
Nor heaps of wealth, nor power, nor (hitefinan's &faemes. 
Nor all deceived Ambition's feverilh dreams. 
Lure his contented heart firom the (weet vale of eaie. 

^ Hot. Qd. 3. £. 4. 
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THE 

PJLEASURES of MELANCHOLY. 

Written in the Year 1745. 

By the Rev. Mr. Thomas Warton. 
O T H E R of mufings. Contemplation fage. 



M 



Whofe grotto ftands npon the topmoft rock 
Of Teneriff: .^mid die tempefluoos nighty 
On whichy in calmeft meditation held» 
Thou hear*ft with howling winds the beating rain 
And drifting hail delcend ; or if the ikies 
Unclouded fhihe, and thro' the bine ierene 
Pale Cynthia rolls her filyer-ajded car> 
Whence gazing fted&ft on the (pangled vault 
Raptur'd thou fit'ft, while murmurs indiftind 
Of diftant billows £)Oth thy penfive ear 
With hoarfe and hollow founds ; fecure, felf-bleft. 
There oft thou Men'ft to the wild uproar 
Of fleets encountVing, that in whi{jpers low 
Afcends the rocky fummit, where thou dwell'il 
Remote from man, converiing with the fpheres ! 
O lead me, queen fublime, to fblemn glooms 
Congenial with my foul ; to chearlcfs fhades. 



To 
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To turned (eats. Or twilight 5:^lls and bpw'rsf 
Where thoughtful Melancholy loves to mafe. 
Her fav'rite midnight haunts. The laughing fcenes 
Of purple Spring, where all the wanton train 
Of Smiles and Graces feem to leadjhe dance 
In fportive round, while from their hands they fbowV 
Ambroiial blooms and flow'rs, no longer charm ; 
Tempe, no mort I court thy balmy breeze. 
Adieu green vales ! ye broider'd meads, adieu ! 

Beneath yon' ruin'd abbey's mois-growA piles «" 

Oft let me fit, at twilight hour of eve, 
Where thro' fome weftem window the pale mooA 
Pours her long-levelPd rule of flreaming light ; 
While fuUcn {acred filence reigns around. 
Save the lone fcreech-owl*s note, whdbuHds his bow*f 
Amid the mould'ring caverns dark and damp. 
Or the calm breeze, that ruftles in the leaves 
Of flaunting ivy, that with mantle green 
Invefts fome wafted tow'ri' Or let me tread 

• • • ' 

Its neighb'ring walk of pines, where mos'd of old 

The cloyfter'd brother : thro* the gloomy roid 

That far extends beneath their ample arch 

As on I pace, nligious horror wraps 

My foul in dread repofe. But when the world 

Is clad in Midnight's raven-colour'd robe, ^ 

*Mid hollow charnels let me watch the flame 

Of taper dim, fhedding a }ivid glare 

O'er the wan heaps y while airy voices talk 

O 2 AldBJ 



[ 212 J 

Along the glimm'ring walls : or ghoftiy ftiapc 

At diflance ken, invites with beckoning hand 

My loneibme fteps, thro' the far-winding vaolts. 

Nor undeh'ghtful is the fblemn noon 

Of night, when haply wakeful from my couck 

I ftart: lo» all is motionlefs aroand ! 

Roars not the rufliing wind ; the fons of men 

And every bead in mute oblivion lie; 

All nature's hufh'd in iilence and in ileep. 

then how fearfU is it to refiedl» 

That thio' the fUll globe's aweful folitude. 
No being wakes but me ! 'till flealing fleep 
My drooping temples bathes in opiate dews. 
Nor then let dreams, of wanton folly bom. 
My fenies lead thro' flowery paths of joy ; 
But let the facred Genius of the night 
Such myfUc viiions fend, as Spenfer faw, . 
When thro' bewild'ring Fancy's magic maze. 
To the fell houfeof Bnfyrane, he led 
Th' unfhaken Britomart ; or Milton knew. 
When in abilrafbed thought he firft conceiv'd 
All heav'n in tumult, and the Seraphfm 
Come tow'ring, arm'd in adamant and gold, 

Let others love loft fummer's ev'ning imiles, 
As, lift'ning to the diflant water-fall. 
They mark the bluihes of the ilreaky wefl ; 

1 choofe the pale December's foggy glooms. 
Then, when the fullen (hades of ev'ning dofe. 



Where 



I 2^3 ] 

Where thro' the room a blindly-glimm'ring gleam 

The dying embers fcatter, far remote 

From Mirth's mad ihouts, that thro* th' illumin'd roof 

Refonnd with fedive echo, let me fit, 

Bleft with the lowly cricket's drowfy dirge. 

Then let my thought contemplative explore 

This fleeting ftate of things, the vain delights. 

The fruitlefs toila, that ftill our fearch elude. 

As thro' the wildernefs of life we rove. 

This fober hour of iilence will unmade 

Falfe Folly's fmile, that like the dazzling fpells 
Of wily Comus cheat th' unweeting eye 
With blear illuiion, and pcrfuade to drink 
That charmed cup, which Reafon's mintage fair 
Unmoulds, and (lamps the monfler on the man. 
Eager we taile, but in the lufcious draught ■ 
Forget the pois'nous dregs that lurk beneath. 

Few know that elegance of foul refin'd, 
Whofe foft fenfation feels a quicker joy ? 

From Melancholy's icenes, than the dull pride ■ 

Of taflelefs fplendor and magnificence . ! 

Can e'er afford. Thus Eloife, whofe mind ] 

Had languifh'd to .the pangs of melting love. 

More genuine tranfjport found, as on fome tomb 

Reclin'd, fhe watch'd the tapers, jof the dead{ 

Or thro' the pillar'd iles^^ amid pale fhrine& 

Of imag'd faints, wd intermingled graves, 

Mus'd a veil'd votaiefs : than Flav!a feels, 

O 3 A« 
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As thro' the mazes of the feftive ball 

Proad of her conquering charms, and beautjr's blaze. 

She floats amid the^iUken fons of drefii. 

And (hines the faireil of th' afifembled £ur. 

When azure noon-tide chears the daedal globe. 
And the blefl regent of the golden day ' 

Rejoices in his bright meridian bow'r. 
How oft my wifhes aOc the night's return. 
That befl befriends the melancholy mind ! 
Hail, facred Night! thou too (halt fhare my ibng ! 
SiAer of ebon-fcepter'd Hecat, hail ! 
Whether in congregated clouds thou wrap'A 
Thy viewlefs chariot, or with filver crown 
Thy beaming head cncirdeft, ever hail ! 
What tho' beneath thy gloom the fbrcerefs-train. 
Far in obfcured haunt of Lapland-moors, 
With rhymes uncouth the bloody cauldron blefs ; 
Tho' Murder wan, beneath thy fhrouding ihade 
Summons her flow-ey'd vot'ries to devife 
Of fecret daughter, while by one bine lamp 
In hideous conPrence fits the Mening band. 
And flart at each low wind, or wakeful found i 
What tho' thy ftay the pilgrim curfeth oft, 
As all benighted in Arabian waftes 
He hears the wildemefs around him howl 
With roaming monflers, while on his hoar head 
The black-defcending tempeH ceafelefs beats ; 
Vet more delightful to my peniive mind 
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Is thy return, thin Uoomy morn's i^proachp 

Ev*n then, in yoathful pride of opening May, 

When fi>om the portals of the fai&on eaft 

She fheds frefh rofes, and ambrefial dews. 

Yet not ungrateful is the morn'3 approach. 

When dropping wet (he comes, and clad in doudt. 

While thro' the damp air fcowls the louring fouth. 

Blackening the landftape's face, that grove and hilt 

In formlefs v^)Our8 undiilinguiih'd fwim : 

Th' alHidled fongfters of the fadden'd groves 

Hail not the fallen gloom ; the waving elms 

That hoar thro* time, and rang'd in thick array, 

Enclofe with ftately row fome rural hall. 

Are mute, nor echo widi die clamors hoarfe 

Of rooks rejoicing on their airy boughs ; 

While to the Ihed the dripping poultry crowd, 

A mournful train : fecure the village-hind 

Hangs o'er the crackling blaze, nor tempts the ftorm ; 

Fix'd in th' unfinifli'd furrow fefh the plough : 

Rings not the high wood with enlivening fhouts 

Of early hunter : all is filencc drear ; 

And deepeft fadnefs wraps die face of things. 

Thro' Pope's foft ibag tho* all the Graces breathe. 
And happieft art adorn his Atdc page ; 
Yet does my mind with fweeter tranfport glow. 
As at the root of mofly trunk redin'd. 
In magic Spenser's wildly-warbled fong 
1 fee deferted Una wander wide 

O 4 Thro 
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Thro' wafteful fotitudes, and lurid heaths. 
Weary, forlorn ; than when the « fated fair. 
Upon the bofbm bright of filver Thames, 
Launches in all the luflre of brocade. 
Amid the fplendors of the laughing Son. 
The gay defcnption palls upon the fenfe. 
And coldly ftrikes the mind with feeble blifs. 

Ye Youths of Albion's beauty-blooming ifle, 
Whofe brows have worn the wreath of lucklefs love. 
Is there a pleafare like the penfive mood, 
Whofe magic wont to (both your foften'd fouls ? 
O tell how rapturous the joy, to melt 
To Melody's aiTuafive voice ; to bend 
Th' uncertaJn'ilej^ kloiig tlie ihidpight mead. 
And pour your forrows to the pitying moon. 
By many a flow trill from die bird of woe 
Oft interrupted ; in embowering woods 
By dai^kfome brook to mufo, and there forget ~ 
The foleibh duliiefs of ^die' tedious ^rlcf. 
While Fancy grafps the vifionary fair : 
And now ho ^ore th' abfbadled ear attends 
The water's murm'ring lapfe, th' entranced eye 
Pierces no longer thro' th' extended rows 
Of thick-rang*a trees ; 'till haply, from the depth 
The woodman's flroke^ pr^fUnt-tjnkli^ team. 

Or heifer ruftlij;i^ fhi-p' the bra)ve ala^n^^* » , 

Th' illuded fenfe, ^pd ma^s. t|ijs golden dreams • 






^ Belinda, Sge Rafe of the Zock, 

Thefe 
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Thefe are delights that abfence ixtsi has made 

Familiar to my ibul,' e'er fince the form . 

Of young Sapphira, beauteous as the Spring, 

When from her vi'let-woven couch awak'd 

By frolic Zephyr's hand, her tender cheek 

Graceful fhe lifts, and bluftiing from her bowV, 

IfTues to doath in gladibme-glift'ring green 

The genial globe, firft met my dazzled fight ; 

Thefe are delights unknown to minds profane,' 

And which alone the peniive foul can tafte. 

The tapePd choir, at the late hour of pray'r. 

Oft let me tread, while to th' according. voice 

The many-founding organ peids on high,. 

The clear flow-dittycd chaun):, or varied hynjn* 
»Till all my foul is bkth'd in ecftafies, ' 

And lap'd in Paradife. Or let me fit * 

Far in fequefter'd iles of the deep dome. 

There lonefome Men to the facred founds. 

• •••••■ • ■. .. ■ . . j^ ■ • i 

Which, as the)[ lengthen thro* the Gothic vaults. 
In hollow murmurs reach my ravi/h'd ear. 
Nor when the lamps expuring yield to night. 
And folitude returns, would I forfake 
The folemn manfion, but attentive mark 
The due clock fwinging flow with fweepy fway, 
Meafurin* Time's flight with momentary found. 

Nor let mc fall to cultivate my mind 
With the foft thrillings of the tragic Mufe, 
Divine Melpomene, (weet Pity's nurfe. 



Queen 
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Queen of the ibtely Aep, and flowing palL 
Now let Monimia monrn with ftreaming eyet* 
Her joys incefhioaBy and polluted love : 
Now let foft Juliet in the gaping tomb 
Print the laft kUk on her true Romeo's lipst 
His Ups yet reeking from the deadly draught. 
Or JafFeir kneel for one forgiving look. 
Nor ieldom let the Moor of Defdemone 
Poor the roiiguided threats of jealous rage. 
By foft degrees the manly torrent deals 
From my fwoln eyes ; and at a brother's wo0 
My big heart melts in fympathizing tears. 

What are the fplendor^ of the gaudy court* 
Its tinfel trappings, and its pageant pomps ? 
To me far happier feems the baniih'd Lord 
Amid Siberia's unrejoycing wilds 
Who pines all lonefome> in the chambers hoar 
Of (bme high cafUe ihnt, whofe windows dim 
In difbnt ken diCcover tracklefs plains. 
Where Winter ever whirls his icy car ; 
While ftill-repeated 6bje6b of his view. 
The gloomy battlements, and ivied fpires 
That crown the iblitary dome, arifc ; 
While from the tbpmoft turret the flow clock. 
Far heard along th' inhofpitable waftes, . 
With fad-returning chime awakes new grief; 
Ev'n he far happier feemis than is the proud. 
The potent Satrap, whom he left behind 



'Mid 
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'Mid Mofccw's golden palaces, to drown 
In eafe and luxury the laughing hours. 

mttHrious obje£b fbike the gazer's mind 
With feeble blifs, and but allure the fight. 
Nor rouze with impolie quick th' unfeeling hearts 
Thus feen by ihepherd from Hymettus' brow. 
What dasdal landfcapes imile ! here balmy grores, 
Refounding once with Plato's voice, arife. 
Amid whofe umbrage green her iilver head 
Th' unfading olive lifts ; here vine-dad hills 
Lay forth their purple (lore, and fanny ndes 
In profpe£l vail their level laps expand, . - 
Amid whofe beauties gliflering Athens fowH^; 
Tho' thro' the bliisful fcenes Hifliis roll - 
His fage-infpiring flood* whofe winding marge 
The thick- wove laurel fhades ; tho' r<^te Mom 
Pour all her fplendors on th' empurpled (bene ; 
Yet feels the hoary Hermit truer j^s# ' ' 

As from the cliff that o'er his carem hangs. 
He views the piles of ftH'n Periepolis - - . 

In deep arrangement hide the darkibme plain. 
Unbounded wafte ! the moaid'ring obeHfc 
Here, like a Mailed oak, afcends the clouds ; 
Here Parian domes thdr vaulted halls di(Uo(e '^-f-. 

Horrid with thorn, where lurks th' onpitying thitf, \ 
Whence flits the twiHght-loving bat at eve. 
And the deaf adder wreaAes her f^otted train. 
The dwellings once of elegance and art* 

Here 



; r -. 
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Herie temples rife, amid whofe hallow'd bounds 
Spires the black pine, while thro' the naked ftreet. 
Once haunt of tradeful merchants, fprings the grafs : 
Here columns heap'd on proibate columns, torn 
From their firm bafe, encreafe the mould'ring mafi. 
Far as the fight can pierce, appear the fpoils 
Of funk magnificence ! a blended fcene 
Of moles, fanes, arches, domes, and palaces. 
Where, with his brother Horror, Ruin £ts. 

O come then. Melancholy, queen of thought ! 
O come with faintly look, and fledfaft ftep. 
From forth thy cave embower'd with mournful yew. 
Where eirer to the curfeu's folenm found 
Liil'ning thou fitt'fl, and with thy cyprefs bind 
Thy votary's hair, and feal liim for thy fon. 
But never let Euphrofyne^ beguile 
With toys of wanton mirth my fixed mind. 

Nor in my path her primrofe-garland cad. 

The' 'mid her train the dimpled Hebe bare 

Her rofy bofbm to th'^enamonr^d view ; 

Tlio^ Venwy ]iiotha*^>the Smiles. jmdX^ 

A»d Bacchus, ivy-crown'd, in dtron-bow'r 

Widi her on nedbr-ftreaming fruiuge feafi : - - 

"What tho' 'tis her's focilmthe low'ring fkies. 

And at her prefence mild di' e^ibattePd clouds 
Pifperfe in air, and o'er the face of heav'n . 
New day difBifi^e gleam at her approach ; 
Yet aird thcfe }6ys thit Melaiiciioty "gives. 

Than 
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Than all her witlefs revels happier hr ; 
Thefe deep-felt joys, by Contemplation taught. 
Then ever, beauteous Contemplation, hail I 
From thee began, aufpidous maid, my fong. 
With thee (hall end : for thou art fidrer for 
Than are the nymphs of Cirrha's moffy grot j 
To loftier rapture thou canft wake the thought. 
Than all the fabling Poet's boaHed pow'rs. 
Hail, queen divine ! whom, as tradition tells. 
Once, in his ev'ning-walk a Druid found. 
Far in a hollow glade of Mona's woods ; 
And piteous bore with hofpitable hand 
To the clofe (helter of his oaken bow'r. 
There foon the fage admiring mark'd the dawn 
Of folemn muiing in your penfive thought^ 
For when a fmiling babe, you lov'd to lie ,,. 

Oft deeply lift'ning to the rapid roar . ^. . .^^■.■ 

Of wood-hung Meinai, ftream of JD|^^ pld,^;^ \^^. t^ .-r 
That lav'd his hailow'd haunt wi|h.4a^ng way^^ .;\.3- ,*.V5; 



A S O K N JE T,j vftnxtcn atiW-T^^^-i^Jnr 
in the Abfence oif.—- — . ,. ...... juv 

By die Same. "'■ • : •-' ^^ '-'^- 

DE,: thjrfeecchcnflpj)^^^ 

Border'd, ,dii^ azHre^yieivs of^wr^ 
Whilom could charm, or when the joyous Dawa 
>Qan Night's ^tfn robe with flufliing purple fbun. 

Or 
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Or Evenbg drove to f<M her wooll/ train ; 

Her faireil Undicapes whence my Mufe has drawA^ 

Too free with ferrile courtly phrafe to fawn» 
Too weak to try the Bnikin'i ftately ftrain ; 

Yet now no more thy flopei of wood and com 
Nor profpe^ charm, fince He far-diflant ftrays 

With whom I traced their fweets each eve and mom^ 
From Albion far, to coll fair Gallia'i bays ; 

In this alone they pleaie, howe'er forlorn^ 
That (till they can recall thofe happier days. 

On B A T H I N G. 

A S O N N E T. 

By the Same. 

WHEN late the trees were ttript by Winter pale. 
Fair Health, a Dryad-maid in vefbire green, 
Rqoye'd to rove 'mid the bleak fylvan fcene. 
On airy uplands caught the fragrant gale, 
And ere frefli morn the low-coucVd lark did hail 
Watching the found of earlieft horn was feen. 
But fmcc gay Summer, thron'd in charioc flieen^ 
Js come to fcoich each priowofe^^prinkled dlfe, 

3 She 
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She chafes that delightfal cave beneath 
The 6yflal treafures of meek liis' Aream ; 

And now all glad the temperate air to breathe. 
While cooling drops diilil from arches dim. 

Binding her dewy locks with iedgy wreath 
She fits amid the quire of Naiads trim. 

tn sS ffq a^ gTi gT» Jli q2 ^X ^S ^X ^S ^X ^3 %2 ^X "" ^X *»" «» «^fc 

To Lady H — y. By Mr. dc Voltaire. 

Y would you know the paiCon 

You have kindled in my breaft, 
"TTrifling is the inclination 

That by words can be exprefi'd. 

In my filence fee the lover. 

True love is by iilence knowa^ 
In niy eyes youll beft difcover 

All the power of your own. 

On Sir Robert W^l pole's Birth-day, 

August the 26th. 

By the Hbiidurable Mr. J). — tow. 



t ;< 



ALL haa, at^plcious day, whoft w?&*d wtttm 
-*^ Bids eviry breaH with graced ardoi^ bom. 



Whi> 



Wh3e pleas'd Biitaiinia dut great man Catvtyi 
The Prince may tnifty and yet the People jprsdto : 
One bearing greateft toils with greateft eafe» 
One bom to (erve us, and yet bom to pleaie i 
His ibul capacious, yet his judgment dear. 
His tongue is flowing, and his heart iincere : 
His counfels guide, his temper chears our i/le. 
And fmiling gives three kingdoms cauTe to fmile. 
Augttft, how bright thy golden fcenes appear. 
Thou faireft daughter of the various year. 
On thee the fun with all his ardor glows. 
On thee in dowry all its fruits bellows, 
The greateft Prince, the foremoil fon of fame. 
To thee bequeath'd the glories of his name ; 
Nature 9S^d Fortune thee their darling chofe. 
Nor could they grace thee more, till Walpole rofe* 
By fteps to mighty things Fate makes her way. 
The fun and Csfar but prepared this day. 



The Liawyer*s Farewell to his M ufe. ' 

Written in the Year 1744. 

AS, by feme tyrant's ftera command, 
A wretch forfakes his native land. 
In foreign climes condemned to roam 
An endlefs exile from his home ; 

Penfive 
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Penfive he treads the deftinM way, 
And dreads to go, nor dares to ftay; 
'Till on fome neighboring mountain's brow 
He flops, and turns his eyes below ; 
There, melting at the well-known view. 
Drops a laft tear, and bids adieu : 
So I, thus doomed from thee t5 part. 
Gay queen of Fancy and of Art, 
Reludlant move^ with doubtful mind. 
Oft ftop, and often look behind. 
Companion of my tender age. 
Serenely gay, and fweetly fage. 
How blidifonie werd we wont to rove 
By verdant hill, or ihady grove. 
Where fervent bees, with humming voicfc 
Around the honeyOd oak rejoice. 
And aged elms with aweful bend 
In long cathedral walks extend ! 
Luird by ^e lapfe of gilding floods, 
Chear'd by the warbling of the woods. 
How bleft my days, my thoughts how frte. 
In fweet fociety with thee ! 
Then aU was joyous, all was young, 
And years unheeded roll'd along : 
But now the pleaiing dregm is o'er, 

Thefe fcenes mull cfaarm me now no more. 

■ 1. . . ■ . ■ 

Loft to die field, and torn from you, 1 ^^ 

Farewell^-i.p.'aloiig, aM«diea, 

yox.,1 ly. p M0 
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Me wrangUng courts, and ftubborn Lu^ 
To fmoak, and crowds, and cities draw.s 
There ielfiAi Fadlion rules the day. 
And Pride and Av'rice throng the way : 
Difeafes taint the murky air. 
And midnight conflagrations glare ; 
Loofe Revelry and Riot bold 
In frighted flreets their orgies hold ; 
Or, when in filence all is drown'd^ 
Fell Murder walks her lonely roup^ > 
No room for peace, no room for you* 
Adieu, celeilial Nymph, adieu ! 

Shakefpear no more, thy iylvan {bi^» 
Nor all the art of Addifon, 
Pope's. heav*n-ftrung lyre, nor Waller'* e^^fe^ 
Nor Milton*s mighty felf muft plcafe : 
Inilead of thefe, a formal band 
In furs and coifs around me jdaxid ; 
With founds uncouth and accents dry. 
That grate the foul of harmony. 
Each pedant. fage unlocks his ilore 
OfmyfHc, dark, difcordant lore ; 
And points with tott'ring hand tJ^ wayfl 
That lead me to the thorny maze. 

There, in a winding, cloie retreat^ 
Is Juftice doom'd to fix her feat. 
There, fenc'd by bulwarks of the Law, 
She keeps the. wpnd'ring world iu awe^ 

« "^^ An 
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And thete, from vtilgar fight rctir'd. 
Like eaUern queens is more admir'd« 

O let me pierce the fecret Ihade 
Where dwells the venerable maid ! 
There humbly mark, with rev'rent awe# 
The guardian of Britannia's Law, 
Unfold with joy her facred page, 
(Th* united boaft of many an age, - 
Where mix*d, yet uniform, appears 
The wifdom of a thoufand years) 
In that pure fpring the bottom vicw^ 
Clear, deep, and regularly true. 
And other do£lrines thence imbibe 
Than lurk within the fordid fcribe ; 
Obferve how parts with parts unite 
In one harmonious rule of right ; 
See countlefs wheels diflindUy tend 
By various laws to one great end; 
While mighty Alfred's piercing foul 
JPervades, and regulates the whole. 

Then welcome bufinefs, welcome fhife« 
Welcome the cares, the thorns of life. 
The vifage wan, the pore-blind fight. 
The toil by day, the lamp at night. 
The tedious forms, the fblemn prate. 
The pert diQ)ute, the dull debate. 
The drowfy bench, the babling Hall, 
For thee, fair Jufiice, welcome all ! 

P z Thw 
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Thus though my noon of life be paft, 
Yet let my fetting fun, at laft. 
Find out the ftill, the rural cell» 
Where fage Retirement loves to dwell! 
There let me tafte the homefelt blifs 
Of innocence, and inward peace; 
Untainted by the guilty bribe ; 
Uncurs'd amid the harpy-tribe ; 
No orphan's cry to wound my ear ; 
My honour, and my confcience clear ; 
Thus may I calmly meet my end. 
Thus to the giave la peace dc/cend ! 



By Mifs Cooper, (now Mrs. Madan) in her 
Brother's Coke upon Littleton. 

OThou, who labour'ft in this rugged mine, 
May'ft thou to gold th' unpolifh'd ore refine ! 
May each dark page unfold its haggard brow ! 
Doubt not to reap, if thou canft bear to plough* 
To tempt thy care, may each revolving night, 
Purfes and maces (wim before thy fight ! 
From hence in times to come, adventurous deed ! 
Ma/ft thou effay, to look and fpeak like Mead. 
When the black bag and rofe no more fhall fhadc 
"With martial air the honours of thy head ; 

When 
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When the full wig thy vifage fliall enclofe. 
And only leave to view thy learned nofe : 
Safely may'ft thou defy beaux, wits, and fcolFers; 
While tenants, in fee funple, ftulF thy coffers. 

49 ^9 dn 89 "" gp an ^2 SP ^f ^f ^3 ^f ^2 ^2 %S ^2 nn ^S 99 «^M 

SOLITUDE. 

An ODE. 

I. 

O Solitude, romantic Maid 
Whether by nodding towers you tread. 
Or haunt the defart's tracklefs gloom. 
Or hover o'er the yawning tomb. 
Or climb the Andes* clifted fide. 
Or by the Nile's coy fborce abide. 
Or ftarting from your half-year's fleep 
From Hecla view the thawing deep. 
Or Tadmor's marble waftes furvey. 
Or in yon rooflefs cloyfter ilray; 
You, Reclufe, again I woo. 
And again your fleps purfue* 

11. 
Plum'd Conceit himfelf furvcying. 
Folly with her fhadow playing, 
Purfe-proud, elbowing Infolence, 
Bloated empirick, puff jd PretencCi 

P 3 Noifc 
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Noife that tliro' a trumpet ipeak«« 
Iianghter in loud peals that breaks^ 
Intruiion with a fopling's £ace, 
(Ignorant of time and place j 
Sparks of fire Diilention blowing, 
Puftile, court-bred Flattery, bowing, 
. Keftraint's lliiFneck, Grimace's leer, 
Squint-€y*d Cenfufe's artful fneer. 
Ambition's bufkins fteep'd in blood. 
Fly thy preience. Solitude. 

IIL 
Sage Refle6lion bent with years, 
Conicious Virtue void of fears. 
Muffled Silence wood-nymph fhy. 
Meditation's piercing eye. 
Halcyon Peace on mo(s reclin'd^ 
Retrofpe£l that fi:an8 the mind. 
Rapt earth-gazing Refvery, 
Bluihing artlefs Modefty, 
Health that fhuiB the morning air, 
Full-ey'd Truth with bofom bare, 
Infpiration, Nature's child. 
Seek the folitary wild. 

IV. 
You with the tragic Mufe ^retir'd 
The wife Euripides inipir'd, 

^ In the lJUmd Salitmis, 
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You taught the fadly-pleafing air 
That 5 Athens fav*d from ruins bare. 
You gave the Cean's tears to flow, 
^nd h unlocked the fprings of woe; 
You pcnn'd what exiPd Nafo thought. 
And pour'd the melancholy note. 
With Petrarch o'er Valclufe you Iha/d, 
When Death fnatch'd his i long-Iov*d maid ; 
You taught the rocks her lofi to mourn. 
You ftrew'd with flowers her virgin urn. 
And late in ^ Hagley you were fcen. 
With bloodfhed eyes, and fombre mien. 
Hymen his yellow vefhnent tore. 
And Dirge a wreath of cyprefs wore. 
But chief your own the folemn lay 
That wept Narcifla young and gay, 
Darknefs clap'd her fable wing. 
While you touch'd the moamfal ftruig> 
Anguifli left die padilefs wild, 
Grim-fac'd Melancholy fmil'd, 
Drowfy Midnight ceas'd to yawn. 
The ftarry hoft put back the dawn, 
Aiide their harps ev*n Seraphs flung 
To hear thy fweet complaint, O Young. 

g See Plutarch in the Ufe of tjfandir. 
h Simonides, 

• 

* Laura^ t'wenty yearsy and ten after her death. 
^ Monody on the death of Mru Lfitletca. 

P 4 V. When 
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V, 
When all Nature's hufli'd afleep, 
Nor Love nor Guilt their vigils keep, 
Soft you leave your cayern'd den. 
And wander o'er the works of n^^i^. 
But when Phoiphor brings the dawi» 
By her dappled courfers drawn. 
Again you to the wild retreat 
And the early huntfman meet, 
Where as you penfive pace along, 
You catch the diilant (hepherd's fong. 
Or bruih from herbs the pearly dew. 
Or the rifing prjmrofe view. 
Devotion lends her heaven-plum'd wings, 
You mount, and Nature with yon £ngs* 
But when mid-day fervors glow 
To upland airy fhades you go. 
Where never funburnt woodman came. 
Nor iportfman chas'd the timid game ; 
And there beneath an oak redin'd, 
With drowfy waterfalls behind. 
You fink to reft. 
Till the tuneful bird of night 
From the neighboring poplars height 
Wake you with her folemn ftrain. 
And teach pleas'd Echo to complain. 

VI. 
With you rofes brighter bloom, 
Sweeter every fweet perfume. 
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Purer every (buntala Bows 
Stronger every wilding grows. 

VII. 
Let thofe toil for gold who pleafe, 
Or fox fame renounce their eafe. 
What is fame i an empty bubble. 
Gold } a tranfient, fliining trouble. 
L« them for thdr country bleed. 
What was Sidney's, Raleigh's meed 1 
Man's not worth a moment's pain, 
Bafe, ungrateful, fickle, Tain. 
Then let me, fequeller'd feir. 
To your Sibyl gtot repair. 
On yon hanging cliff it flands 
Scoop'd by Nature's lalvage hands, 
Bofom'd in the gloomy ihade 
Of cyprefs not with age deca/d. 
Where the owl ftill-hoodng fits, 
Where the bat ineeffknt flits. 
There in loftier ftrains I'll fing 
Whence the changing feafons fpn'ng, 
Tell how ftonns deform the fldes, 
Whence the waves fubfide and rife. 
Trace the comet's blazing tail. 
Weigh die planets in a fcale ; 
fiend, great God, before thy Ihrine, 
The boumlelfi macTOcofin's thine. 
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vin. 

Save me ! what^s fnn fhroaded /hade ? 

That wanders in the dark-brown glade. 

It beckons me ! vain fears adien, 

Myfterious ghoft, I follow you. 

Ah me ! too well that gait I knovr, 

My youth's firft friend^ my manhood's woe ! 

Its breafl it bares ! what ! ftain'd with blood ? 

Quick let me ilanch the vital flood. 

Oh fpirit, whither art thou flown ? 

Why left me comfortlefs alone ? 

O Solitude on me beAow» 

The heart-felt harmony of woe. 

Such, fuch, as on th' Auibnian ihore^ 

Sweet 1 Dorian Mofchus trilPd of yore : 

No time ihould cancel thy deiert. 

More, more, th^n <n fiion was, thoa wert 

IX. 
O goddefs of the tearful eye. 
The never-ceafing ftream fupply. 
Let us with Retirement go 
To charnels, and the houfe of woe. 
O'er Friendfhip's herfe low-drooping mouvn. 
Where the iickly tapers bum. 
Where Death and non-clad Sorrow dwell» 
And nightly ring the folemn kaelL 

1 Ste Idyll 

» Alluding to the death of a friend* 

The 
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The gloom difpels^ the charael fxniles. 
Light flaihes thro' the vaulted iles. 
Blow filky foft, thoa weftern gale, 
O goddefs of the deikrt, hail ! 
She burfls from you cliiF-riven cave^ 
Infulted by the wintry wave ; 
Her brow an ivy garland binds. 
Her treiTes wanton with the winds, 
A lion's fpoilsy without a zone. 
Around her limbs are carelefs thrown ; 
Her right hand wields a knotted mace^ 
Her eyes roll wild, a Biride her pace ; 
Her left a magic mirror holds. 
In which ihe oft herfelf beholds. 
O goddefs of the defart, hail ! 
And fofter blow, thou weftern gale ! 

Since in each fcheme of life I've fsard* 
And difappointment feems entail'd ; 
Since all on earth I valued moft. 
My guide, my ftay, my iiiend is loft j 
You, only you, can make me bleft. 
And huih die tempeft in my hreaft. 
Then gently deign to guide my feet 
To your hermit-trodden feat. 
Where 1 may live at laft my own. 
Where I at laft may die unknown^ 
Ifpoke, ike twin'd her magic ray. 
And thus ihe faid, or feem'd to iay. 



Youths 



Youth, you're xniftaken, if you think to fii^d 
In fhades a medicine for a troubled mind ; 
Wan Grief will haunt you whercfoe*er you go. 
Sigh in the breeze, and in the ftreamlet flow. 
There pale Inadbion pines his life away. 
And, iadate, curfes the return of day : 
There naked Frenzy laughing wild with pain. 
Or bares the blade, or plunges in the main : 
There Superilition broods o'er all her fears. 
And yells of dasmons in the Zephyr hears. 
Bat if a hermit you're refolv'd to dwells 
And bid to focial life a laft farewel $ 
*Tis impious. 

God never made an independent man, 
'Twould jarr the concord of his general plam : 
See every part of that flupendous whole, 
f * Whofe body Nature is, and God the foul ; 
To one great end, the general good, confpire. 

From matter, brute, to man, to feraph, fixe. 

Should man thro' Nature folitary roam. 

His will his fovereign, every where his homOf 

What force wou'd guard him from the lion's jaw ? 

What fwiftnefs wing him from the panther's paw ? 

Or (hould Fate lead him to fome fafer fhore. 

Where panthers never prowU nor lions roar ; 

Where liberal Nature all her charms bellows. 

Suns ihine, birds fing, flowers bloom> and water flows, 



Fool, 
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Fool, doft thou think he'd revel on the fHote, 

Abfolvc the care of Heaven, nor a(k for morfe ? 

Tho* waters flow'd, flow'rs bloom'd, and Phoebus fhonei 

He'd figh, he'd murmur that he was alone. 

For know, the Maker on the human breaft 

A fenfe of kindred, country, man, impreft ; 

And fecial life to better, aid, adorn. 

With proper faculties each mortis born* 

*rho' Nature'^ works the ruling mind declare* 
And well deferve enquiry's ferious care. 
The God (whate'er Mifanthrophy may fay) 

Shines, beams in man with moil unclouded ray* 

What boots it thee to fly from pole to pole ? 

tiang o'er the fun, and with the plarifets roll ? 

What boots thro' fpace's furtheft bourns to roam ? 

If thou, O man, a ftranger art at home. 

Then know thyfelf, the human mind furvey. 

The ufe, the pleafure will the toil repay. 

Hencp Infpiration plans his manner'd lays, . 

Hence Homer's crown, and Shakefpear hence thy baysj 

Hence he, the pride of Athens and the ihame. 

The beft and wi£eft of mankind became* 

Nor ftudy only, pradUfe what you know. 

Your life, your knowledge, to mankind you owe» 

With Plato's olive wreath the bays entwine ; 

Thofe who in ftudy, fhou'd in pradUce (hine. 

Say, does the learned Lord of Hagley's fhade. 

Charm man fo much by oioflTy fountains laid. 

As 
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A^ when arouz*d, he ftcms Corruption's courfif^ 
And fliakes the fenate with a Tully's force ? 
When Freedom gafp'd beneath a Csfar^s feet^ 
Then Publick Virtue might to fhade9 retreat ; 
But where fhe breathes, the leaft may ufeful be^ 
And Freedom, Britain, ftill belong to thee. 
Tho' man's ungrateful, or tho* Fortune frown ; 
Is the reward of worth a fbng, or crown ? 
Nor yet unrecompens'd are Virtue's pains, 
Good Allen livres, and bounteous Brnnfwick reigati 
On each condition difappointments wait. 
Enter the hut, and force the guarded gate. 
Nor dare repine, tho* early Friendfliip bleed. 
From love, the world, and all its cares he*s freed* 
But know^ Adverfity*s the child of God ; 
Whom Heaven approves of mofl, moll feel her rod* 
When fmooth old Ocean and each ftorm's afleep. 
Then Ignorance may plough the watery deep ; 
But when the daemons of the tempeft rave. 
Skill inuft conduft the vefTel thro' the wave. 
Sidney, what good man envies not thy blow ? 
Who wou'd not wifli ^ Anytus for a foe ? 
Intrepid Virtue triumphs over Fate, 
The good, can never be unfortunate. 
And be this maxim graven in thy mind^ 
The height of virtue is to ferve mankinds 

But when old age has filver'd o'er thy head. 
When memory fails, and all thy vigour's fled* 

k One of the dccu/ers of Socrafest 
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Then may'ft thou feek the ftillnefs of retreat; 
Then hear aloof the human temped beat. 
Then will I greet thee to my woodland cave» 
Allay the pangs of age, and fmooth thy grave. 

An O D E 

To the Right Honourable 

Stephen Poyntz, Efq; &c. &c. 

By the Honourable 

^ir Charles Han. WiLLiAMS,'Kt. of the Bath, 

Sen/ere quid mem ritCy quid indoles 
Nutrita faufiis fub penetralibus 
Pojfet 

■ 

DoSirina fed 'vimcjiroffwvet injiiam, . 
ReSlique cultus pe5iora roborant, 

AoR. Od. 4. Lib. 4. 

I. 

WHILST William's deeds and William's praifc 
Each Engli(h. bread with traofpcMTl rajfe. 
Each Englilh tongue employ ; 
Say, Poyntz, if thy elated heart 
AiTumes not a iuperior pail^ 
A larger iharc of joy ? 

n. But 
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n. 

But that thy country's high afFairs 
Employ thy time, demand thy cares, 

You fliou'd renew your flight ; 
You only fliou'd this theme porfue— — ^ 
Who can for William feel like you ? 

Or who like you can Write ? 

III. 
Then to rchearfe the Hero's praife. 
To paint this funihine of his days. 

The pleafing talk be mine— 
To think on all thy cares overpaid. 
To view the Hero you have made. 

That pleafing part be thine. ^ 

IV. '^ 

Who firft fhould watch, and who call fortH 
This youthful Prince's various worth, 

You had the publick voice ; 
Wifely his royal Sire confign'd 
To you, the culture of his mind. 

And England bleft the choice^. 

V. 

You taught him to be early known 
By martial deeds of courage (hewn : 

From this, near Mona's flood. 
By his vidlorious Father led. 
He flefh'd his maiden fwdrd, he fhed. 

And prov'd th' illuilrious blood. 

VI Of 
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VI. 

t)f Virtue's various charms you taught, 
With happinefs and glory fraught, 

How her unfhaken pow'r 
Is independent of fuccefs ; 
That no defeat can make it lefs. 

No conqueft make it more. 

VIL 
This, after Tourhay's fatal day, 
*Midft forrow, cares, and dire difmay^ 

Brought calm, and fure relief; 
He -fcrutiniz'd his noble hearty 
Found Virtue had performed her part. 

And peaceful ftept the chief. 

VIII. 

From thee he early learnt to fee! 

The Patriot's warmth for England's weal ; 

(True Valour's nobleft fpring) 
To vindicate h^r Church diftreft ; 
*ro fight for Liberty opprcft ; * 

To perifh for his King* 

IX, 
Yet fay, if in thy fondeft fcbpe 
Of thought, you ever dar'd to hope 

That bounteous heav'n^ fo foon 
Would pay thy toils, reward thy care, 
Confenting bend to ev'ry pray'r. 

And all thy wiihes crown. 
Vol. IV. Q^ jf. Wc 
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X. 

We faw a wretch, with trait'rous aid. 

Our King's and Church's rights invade ; 

And thine, fair Liberty ! 
We faw thy Hero fly to war. 
Beat down Rebellion, break her fpear. 

And fet the nations free. 

XL 
Culloden^s field, my glorious theme. 
My rapture, viiiony and my dream. 

Gilds the young Hero's days : 
Yet can there be one Engliih heart 
That does not give thee, Poyntz, thy part. 

And own thy fhare of praife ? 

xn. 

Nor is thy fame to thee decreed 

For life's ihort date: when William's head. 

For vidlories to come. 
The frequent laurel fliall receive : 
Chaplets for thee our fons ihall weave^ 

And hang 'em on thy tomb». 



ODE 
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OD E on the Death of Matzel> a favourite 

Bull-finch, adfirefb*d to Mr. St pe, to 

whom the Author had given the Reverfion 
of it when he left Drefdcn. 

By tke Same* 

I. 

TRY not my St ■ e, 'tis in vain 

To flop ydur te^s, to hide your pain. 
Or check your honeftr rage; 
Give forrow strtd revenge tlieir Icope, 
My prefent joy, yoar future hope^ 
Lies murder'd in his cage* 

ir. 

Matzel's no more, ye graces^ loveS, 
Ye linnets, nightingales ind dovcs^ 

Attend th' untimely bier j 
Let ev'ry forrow be estprefl:, 
Beat with your wings each moUrflfUl breaft. 

And drop the nat'ral tear. 

IIL 
in height of fong, in beauty's prfde^ 
By fell Grimialkin's clafws he died-—. 

But vengeance fhall ha^'e wa;y : 
On pains and tortures I'll refine ; 
Yet, Matzel, that one dieath of thine, 

Hia iiirie will ill repay. 

Q.^ IV. For 
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iv. 

tor thee, my bird, the facred Nine, 
Who lov'd thy tuneful notes, fhall join 

In thy funereal verfe : 
My painful tafk (hall be to write 
Th* eternal dirge which they indite. 

And hang it on thy hearfe. 

V. 
In vain I lov'd, in vain I mourn 
My bird, who never to retuni 

Is fled to happier fhades. 
Where Lefbia fhall for him prepare 
The place moft charming, and mofl fair 

Of all th' Elyfian glades. 

VL 
There fhall thy notes in cyprefs grove 
Sooth wretched ghofb that died for love; 

There fhall thy plaintive fbain 
Lull impious Phaedra's endlefs grief. 
To Procris yield fome fhort relief. 

And foften Dido's pain, 

vn. 

Till Proferpine by chance fhall hear 
Thy notes, and make thee all her care. 

And love thee with my love ; 
While each attendant's foul fhall praife 
The matchlefs Matzel's tuneful lays. 

And all his fongs approve. 



MAR 
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MARTIAL IS EPIGRAMMA. 

Lib. 6. Ep. 24. Imitated. 

By the Same, 

COME, Chloc, and give me fwcet kiSks, 
For fweeter fure never girl gave : 
But why in the midft of my bliiTes 

Do you a(k me how many I'd have f 
I'm not to be (tinted in pleafure. 

Then prythee my charmer bekind. 
For whilll I love thee above meafure,' 

To numbers I'll ne'er be confin'd. 
Count the bees that on Hybla are playing. 

Count the flow'rs that enamel its fields. 
Count the flocks thK on Tempe are ftraying. 

Or fcjie grain that rich Sicily yields ; 
Go number the flars in the heaven. 

Count how many fands on the fhore, 
When fo many kifles you've given 

I Hill fliall be craving for more^ 
To a heart full of love let me hold thee. 

To a heart which, dear Chloe, Is thine; 
With my arms Til for ever unfold thee. 

And twlft round thy limbs like a vine. 

0^3 Whiit 
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What joy can be greater than this is ? 

My life on thy lips (hall be fpent ; 
But the wretch that can number his kiflfe3 

With few will be ever content. 

The Progrefs of DISCONTENT. 
A POEM. 

Written at Oxford in the Year 1746. 

WHEN now mature in claffic knowledge. 
The joyful youth is fent to college. 
His father comes, a vicar plain. 
At Oxforcf bred — :in Anna's reign. 
And thus in form of humble fuitor 
Bowing accofts a reverend tutor. 
**. Sir, I'm a Glo'fterfhire divine, 
*' And this my elded fon olSUne; . 
**^ My wife*s ambition and my own 
** Was that this child Ihould wear a gown ; 
** I'll warrant that his good behaviour 

Will juftify your future favour : 

And for his parts, to tell the truth, 

^* My fon's a very forward youth ; 

** Has Horace all by heart — you'd wonder— 

^* And niouths out Homer's Greek like thunder. 

** If you'd examine — and admit him, 

ff A fcholarfhip would njcely fit him : 

' ** That 
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" That he fucceeds 'tis ten to one ; 

" Your vote and intereft. Sir !" — 'Tis done. 

Our popil's hopes, tho' twice defeated. 
Are with a fcholarfhip compleated : 
A fcholarfhip but half maintains. 
And college rules are heavy chains : 
In garret dark he fmokes and puns, 
A prey to difcipline and duns ; 
And now intent on new defigns, ' 

Sighs for a fellowfliip and fines. 

When nine fu^l tedious winters paft. 
That utrtioft wilh is crown'd at laft : 
But the rich prize no fooner got. 
Again he quarrels with his lot : 

Thefe fellowihips are pretty things. 

We live indeed like petty kings : 

But who can bear to wafte his whole age 

Amid the dullnefs of a college. 

Debarred the common joys of life. 

And that prime blifs — a loving wife ! 

O ! what's a table richly fpread 
" Without a. woman at its head ! 
" Would fome fnug benefice but fall, 
" Ye feafts, ye dinners ! farewel all ! 
" To offices I'd bid adieu, 

Of dean, vice praes. of borfar too ; 

Come joys, that rural quiet yields, 

Come, tythes, and houfe, ^fid fruitful fields !" 

0^4 Too 
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Too fond of freedom and of eafe 
A patron's vanity to pleafe. 
Long time he watches, and by Health, 
Each frail incumbent's doubtful health ; 

At length and in his fortieth year, 

A living drops— —two hundred dear! 
With breaft elate beyond expreflion. 
He hurries down to take poffeilion. 
With rapture views the fweet retreat- ■■>' 
" What a convenient houfe ! how neat ! 
*' For fuel here's foffident wood : 

** Pray God the cellars may be good ! 

'** The garden that mull be new plann'd< 

** Shall thefe old fafhion'd yew-trees flandi 

•* O'er yonder vacant plot fhall rife 

f' The flow'ry fhrub of thoufand dies ;■■ ■■■ 

•• Yon wall, that feels the fouthern ray, 

•* Shall blu{h with ruddy fruitage gay : 

** While thick beneath its afpedl warm 

** O'er well-rang'd hives the bees fliall (warm, 

** From which, ere long, of golden gleam 
•* Metheglin's lufcious juice fhall fbeam : 

f* This awkward hutt, o'er-grown with ivy* 

** We'll alter to a modern privy : 

« Up yon green flope, of hazels trim, 

f* An aventte fo cool and dim, 

** Shall to an arbour, at the end, 

ff In fpite of gout, intice a friend* 

5 ^^ My 
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'* My predeceflbr lov*d devotion—-^ 
^* But of a garden had no notion.*' 

Continuing this fantaitic farce on. 
He now commences country parfon* 
To m^ke his character entire. 
He weds — a coufin of the 'fquire ; 
Not over weighty in the purfc, , 

But many dodors have done worfe : 
And tho' (he boail no charms divine. 
Yet fhe can carve and make birch wine. 

Thus fixt, content he taps his barrel. 
Exhorts his neighbours not to quarrel ; 
Finds his church-wardens have difceming 
Both in good liquor and good learning ; 
With tythes his barns replete he fe6s. 
And chuckles o'er his furplice fees ; 
Studies to find out latent dues. 
And regulates the ftate of pews; 
Rides a ileek mare with purple hou£ng. 
To fliare the monthly clubs caroufing; 
Of Oxford pranks facetious tells. 
And — but on Sundays — hears no bells ; 
Sends prefents of his choiceft fruit. 
And prunes himfelf each faplefs (hoot. 
Plants colliflow'rs, and boafts to rear 
The earlieft melons of the year ; 
Thinks alteration charming work is. 
Keeps Bantam cocks, and feeds his torkiei ; ^ 

Builds 
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Builds in his copfe a favorite bench, 

And ftores the pond with carp and tench.** 

But ah ! too foon his thoughtlefs bread 
By cares domeftic is oppreft ; 
And a third butcher's bill, and brewing, 
T'hreaten inevitable ruin : 
For children frelh expences yet. 
And Dicky now for fchool is fit. 

Why did I fell my college life. 

(He cries) for benefice and wife ? 

Return, ye days I when endlefs pleaforc 

I found in reading, or in leifure ! 
** When calm around the common room 
** I puiF'd my daily pipe's perfume ! 

Rode for a flomach, and infpefted. 

At annual bottlings, corks feledled : 
** And din'd untax'd, untroubled, under 

The pourtrait of our pious founder ! 

When impofitions were fupply'd - 

To light my pipe — or footh my pride— 
** No cares were then for forward peas 
** A yearly longing-wife to pleafe ; 
** My thoughts no chrift'ning dinner croft, 
" No children cry'd for butter'd toaft ; 
" And ev'ry night I went to bed, 
** Without a Modus in my head l" 

Oh 1 trifling head, and fickle heart ! 
Chagrin'd at whatfoe'er thou art ; 

' A dupe 
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A dupe to follies yet untry'd. 
And fick of plcafures, icarce cnjoy'd ! 
Each prize poiTefs'd, thy tranfport ceafes. 
And in purfuit alone it pleafes 

The FIRE-SIDE, 

By Dr. C O T T O N. 

I. 

DEAR Chloe, while the bufy crowd. 
The vain, the wealthy, and the proad^ ^ 

In Folly's maze advance ; 
Tho' fingularity and pride 
Be caird our choice, we'll ftep afide. 
Nor join the giddy dance. 

II. 
From the gay world we'll oft retire 
To our own family and fire. 

Where love our hours employs ; 
No noify neighbour enters here. 
No intermeddling ftranger near. 
To fpoil our heart-felt joys. 
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in. 

If folid happincfs we prize, 
Within'our breaft this jewel lies ; 

And they are foob who roam ; 
The world has nothing to bellow. 
From our own felves our joys mull flow^ 

And that dear hut, our home. 

IV. 
Of reft was Noah's dove bereft. 

When with i^npatient wing fhe left 

That fafe retreat, the ark ; 
Giving her vain excurfion o'er. 
The difappointed bird once more 

Explored the i^icred bark. 

V. 
Tho' fools fpurn Hymen's gentle pow'rs. 
We, who improve his golden hours. 

By fweet experience know. 
That marriage rightly underftood. 
Gives to the tender and the good 

A paradife belqw. 

VI. 

Our babes fhall richeft comforts bring, 
If tutor'd right, they'll prove a fpring. 

Whence pleafures ever rife : 
We'll form their minds with ftudiqu* care. 
To all that's manly, good, and fair, 

And train them for tlie fldes. 

Vn. While 
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VIL 

While they our wifeft hours engage, 
They'll joy our youth, fupport our age. 

And crown our hoary hairs : 
They'll grow in virtue ev'ry day. 
And thus our fondeft loves repay> 

And recompenie our cares. 

VIII. 
No borrow'd joys ! they're all our own. 
While to the world we live unknown. 

Or by the world forgot : 
Monarchs ! we envy not your ilate. 
We look with pity on the great. 

And blefs our humbler lot. 

IX. 
Our portion is not large indeed. 
But then, how little do we need. 

For Nature's calls arc few I 
In this the art of living lies. 
To want no more than may fuffice. 

And make that little do. 

X. 
We'll therefore relifh with content 
Whate'er kind Providence has*fent. 

Nor aim beyond our pow'r ; 
For if our ftock be very fmall, 
*Tis prudence to enjoy it all. 

Nor lofe the pre&nt hoar. 
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XI. 
To be refigft'dy when ills betide^ 
Patient, when favoors are den/d. 

And pleas'd with favoars giv'n i 
Dear Chloe, this is wifdom's part. 
This is that incen(e of the heart ; 

Whofe fragrance fxnells to heav'n* 

xn. 

Well aik no long protra6^ed trea}, 
(Since winter life is feldom fweet ;) 

' But when our feaft is o'er^ 
Grateful from table we'U arife, , 
Nor grudge our Tons with envious eyea^i 
The relicks of ottr ftore. 

xm. 

^Thus hand in hand thro' life we'll goi 
Its checkered paths of joy and woe 

With cautions fteps we'll tread ; 
Quit its vain fcenes- without a tear. 
Without a trouble or a fear, 

And mingle with the dead. 

XIV. 
While Confcience, like a faithfot fiietti, 
Shall, thro' the glt)omy vale attend. 

And cheer our dying breath j 
Shall, when all otha* comfbrts eeafe^ 
Like a kind angel whii^r peace. 

And fmooth the bed of deaths 
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TO-MORROW. 

By the Same. 

Pereunt et Imputantur. 

TO-morrow, didft thou fay ! 
Methought I heard Horatio fay. To-morrow. 

Go to 1 will not hear of it To-morrow ! 

*Tis a fharper, who fbkes his penury 

Againft thy plenty— who takes thy ready cafli. 

And pays thee nought but wiflies, hopes, and promifes^ 

The currency of ideots,— ^Injurious bankrupt. 

That gulls the cafy creditor ! To-morrow I 

It is a period no where to be found 
In all the hoary regiAers of Time, 
Unlefs perchance in the fool's calendar. 
Wifdom difclaims the word, nor holds fbciety 
With thofe who own it. No, my Horatio, 
'Tis Fancy's child, and FoUy is its ^ther ; ' 
Wrought of fuch ftufF as dreams are ; and bafelefs 
As the fantafHc vifions of the evening. 

Bqt foft, my friend arrcft the prefent moments; 

For be aflUred, they all are arrant tell-tales ; 
And tho' their flight be fdent^ and their patb 

Tracklefsy 
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Tracklefs, as the wing*d couriers of the air. 

They poft to heav*!!, and there record thy folly* 

Becaufe, tho' ilation'd on th' important watch. 
Thou, like a deeping, faithlefs centinel, 

Didil let them pafs unnoticed, unimprov'di 

And know, for that thou flumber'dfl on the guards 

Thou fhalt be made to anfwer at the bar 

For ev'ry fugitive 2 and when thou thus 
Shalt (land impleaded at the high tribunal 

Of hood-wink'd Juftice, who fhall tdl thy audit ! 

Then ftay the prefent inftant, dear Horatio ; 

Imprint the marks of wiiUom on its wings. 

^Tis of more worth than kingdoms ! far inore predoiTt 

Than all the crimfon treafures of life's fortune. 

Oh ! let it not elude thy grafp, but like 

The good old patriarch upon record, 

HolcTthe fleet angel fail, until he blefs thee. 

SP tkS Cv ^S %S q3 sp CP Q9 S9 Cp ikP g^ SS Cs SS 99 %P 49 ttS uBd 

On Lord Cobham*s Gardens. 

By the Same. 

IT puzzles much the fages* brains> 
Where Eden flood of yore ; 
Some place it in Arabia's plains^ 
Some fay, it is no more* 

But 
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But Cobham can thefe tales confute. 

As all the curious know ; 
For he has p;'py'd beyond difpute. 

That paradife is Stow. 

To a Child of Five Years old. 

By the Same. 

FAIR EST flow'r, all flow'rs exceHiny ,' 
Which hi Eden's garden grew ; 
Flow'rs of Eve's imbower'd dwelling, * 

Are, my Fair-one, types of you. 
Mark, my Polly, how the rofes 

Emulate thy damafk cheek ;• 
How the bud its fweets difcloies. 

Buds thy opening bloom beipeak, 
Lillies are, by plain diredtion. 

Emblems of a double kind i 
Emblems of thy fair complexion. 

Emblems of thy Usurer mind. 
But, dear girl, botfi flow'rs and beauty 

BloiTom, fade, and' die away; 
Then purfue good fenie and duty. 

Evergreens, that ne'er decay. ^ 

a Alluding t9 Milton^ s defcription of Evis hewer. 
Vol. IV. R Father 
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Father Francises Pray en 

Written in Lord Westmorland's Hertnitagp; 

NE gay attire, ne pmrble hall, 
Nc arched roof, ne piftuPd wall j 
Ne cook of Fraancc, ne dainty Sqgrd, 
Beftow'd with pypes of pcrigord ; 
Ne power, «c fuch like idle fancies ; »/• 

Sweet Agnes grant to father Francis ; 
Let me ne more myfelf deceive ; 
Ne more regret the toys I leave ; 
The wprid I quit, the proud, the vci«^ 
Corruption's and Ambition's train ; 
But not the good, perdie nor fair, 
'Gainft them I make ne vow, ne prayV j 
But fuch aye welcome to my cell, ■* 

And oft, not always, with me dwell ; 
Then caft, fweet Saint, a circle round. 
And blefs from fools this holy ground ; 
From all the foes to worth and trudi. 
From wanton old, and homely youth ; 

The 
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The gravely dull and pertly gay," 
Ch banifii thefe ; and by my fay. 
Right well I ween that in this age. 
Mine houfe fhall prove an hermitage. 

An Infcriptioft On ihe Cell. 

s- • 

Beneath thefe mofs-grown roots, this ruftick oell^ 
Truth, Liberty, Content, fequefter'd dwell; 
Say you, who dare our hermitage difdain. 
What drawing-room can boaft fb fair a trkin ? 

An Ii^ription iii the Cell; 

• -1^ ■ . ■ 

tj^eet bird that fing'ft On yolider fpray," 
urfue unharm'd thy fylvan lay ; 
While I beneath this breezy fhade. 
In peace repofe my carelefs head; 
And joining thy enraptur'd fong, 
inflruft the world-enamour'd throng,* 
That the contented harmlefe breaft 
ixi foUtude itfelf is bkft. 



i^Q 
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To the Right Hon. Henry Pelham, Efqj 

THE humble Petition of the worfhipful company 
of Poets and News-writers, 

Sheweth, 

THAT your honour's petitioners (dealers in rhymes. 
And writers of fcandal, for mending^the times) 
By lofles in bus'nefs, and England's viWl- doing. 
Are funk in their credit, and verging on ilrfn. 

That thefe, their misfortunes, they humbly coAeivc^ 
Arife not from dulnefs, as fome folks believe. 
But from rubs in their way, that your honour has laid. 
And want of materials to carr)' on trade. 

That they always had form'd high conceits of their ufe. 
And meant their lail breath fhou'd go out in abufe ; 
But now (and they fpeak it with forrow and tears) 
Since your honour has fate at the helm of affairs. 
No party will join 'em, no fadlion invite 
To heed what they fay, or to read what they write ; 
Sedition, and Tumult, and Difcord are fled. 
And Slander fcarce ventures to lift up her head- 
In fliort, publick bus'nefs is fo carry'd on. 
That their country is fav'd, and the patriots undone. 

T« 
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To perplex 'em ftlll more, and fure famine to bring 
(Now fatire has lofl both its truth and its iling) 
Ifi in fpite of their natures, they bungle at praife. 
Your honour regards not, and nobody pays, 

YOUR Petitioners therefore moft humbly entreat 
(As the times will allow, and your honour thinks meet) 
That meafures be chang'd, and fbme caufe of complaint 
Be immediately furniih'd, to end their reftraint; 
Their credit thereby, and their trade to retrieve. 
That again they may rail, and the nation believe. 

Or elfe (if your wifdom ihall deem it all one) 
Now the parliament's rifing, and bus'nefs is done. 
That your honour would pleafe, at this dangerous crifis. 
To take to your bofom a few private vices. 
By which your petitioners, hap.ly, might thrive. 
And keep both themfelves and contention alive. 

In companion, good Sir ! give 'em fomething to fay. 
And your honour's petitioners ever fhall pray. 




An 
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An ODE 

Performed in the 
Scnate-Hbufe at Cambridge July i^ 174 pi 
At tbe Infbllation of hb Grace 

Thomas Holles Duke of Newcastle, 

Chancellor of the Univerfity. 



'camt errantem Permeffi adfiumina GaUtum 



Aonas in montes ut duxerit unaforwum 

TJtque 'viro Phoehi chorus ajfurrexerit omnis. VlRGlL* 

By Mr. Mason, Fellow of Pembroke-Hall. 

Set to Mufick by Mr. B o y c is^ Compofer to his Majefty, 

Recitative.T TEK^ all thy. aftiye fires difFufe, 
XJL Thou gentene Britilh Mufe ; . 
Hither defcend from yonder orient iky, 
Cloth'd in thy heav'n-wove robe of harmony. 

Come, 
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Air I. Come, imperial queen of fong ; 

Come with all that free-born grace. 
Which lifts thee from the fervile throng. 
Who meanly mimic thy majeflie pace ^ 
That glance of dignity divine, 
Whic& f^aks thee of eeleftial line; 
Procladms thee inmate of the iky. 
Daughter of Jove and Liberty. 

II. 
Reckati'v^, The derated foul, who feels 

Thy awefut impulfb, walks the Vagrant ways 
Of boiRfeft unpolluted prake : 
He with impartial juftice deals 
The blooming chaplets of immortal lays : 
He flies above aanbkion's low cacreer; 
And nobly thron'di in Truth's meridian ^here. 
Thence, with a bold and heav'n-dire^ted aim. 
Full on fair Virtue^s flirine he pours tihe rays of fame^ 

UL 
jSir 11. Goddefs ! thy piercing eye explores 
The sadianj^ range of Beauty's ftores^. 
The fieep a&ent of pine-dad hiUs^ 
The fdver flope of faUsng f^K 
Catehes each Mye]y^^ur*d gracie. 
The crimfi>n' of die wood-nymph's face. 
The Tevdttre of the velvet lawn. 
The puvple in the eafl»ni< d^n-. 
Or all thofc ttntSy which lang'd in- vivid glow 
Mark the- bold fweep of tbe cdfifflal bow- 






«i 
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IV. 
Recitative, But chief fhe lifts her tuneful tranfports high, 
When to her inteUedual eye 
The mental beauties rife in moral dignity : 
The facred zeal for Freedom's caufe. 
That fires the glowing Patriot's breaft; 
The hopeft pride, that plumes the Hero's creil:. 
When for his country's aid the fteel he draws ; 
Or that, the calm yet adive heat. 

With which mild Genius warms the Sage's hear^ 
To lift idxr Science to a loftier feat. 
Or ftretch to ampler bounds the wide domain of art* 
Air I. Thefe, the befl blofToms of the virtuous mind. 
She culls with tafte refia'd ; 
From their ambrofial bloom 
With bee-like fkill (he draws the rich perfume. 

And blends the fweets they all convey. 
In the foft balm of her mellifluous lay. 

V. 
Recitati've, Is there a clime, where all thefe beauties rift 
In one collefted radiance to her eyes ? 
Is there a plain, whofe genial foil enhales 

Glory's invigorating gales. 
Her brightefl beams where Emulation fprcads. 
Her kindlieft dews where Science fheds^ 
Where every ftream of Genius flows. 
Where ev'ry flower of Virtue glows ? 
Thither the Mufe exulting flies. 
There fhe loudjy cries 



Chorus I. ^ All hail, all hail, 

Majeilic Granta ! hail thy aweful name 
Dear .to the Mufe, to Liberty, to Fame. 

VI. 
Recitative, You loo, illuftrious Train, fhe greets 
Who firft in thefe infpiring feats 
.Caught the bright beams of that setherial fire. 
Which now fublimely prompts you to afpire 
To deeds of nobleft note : whether to fhield 
Your country's liberties, your country's laws ; 

Or in Religion's hallow'd caufe 
To hurl the fhafts of reafon and to weild 
Thofe heav'nly-tcmper'd arms, whofe rapid force 
Arrefts bafe Falihood in her impious courfe. 
And drives rebellious Vice indignant fix)m the field, 

VIL 
Air IV. And now (he tunes her plaufive fong 
To you her fage domei^c throng ; 
Who here, atLearning's richeft fhrinc, 
Difpence to each ingenuous youth 
The treafures of immortal Truth, 
And open Wifdom's golden mine. 

Recitative, Each youth infpir'd by your pcrfuafive art, 
Clafps the dear form of virtue to hi& heart ; 
And feels in his tranfported foul 
Enthufiaflic {"aptures roll, 
Gcn'rous as thofe the fons of Cecrops caught 
In hoar Lycaeum's ihades from Plato's fire-clad thought. ^ 

Vm. Jiir 
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\4ir V. O Graata ! on thy happy plain 

Still may thcfe Attic glories reign : 
Still mayft thou keep thy wonted flatej 
La unaffeded g^-aadcuir great ; 
Recitative, Great as diis iUuilrious hour,. 

When He j whom G e o r c e 's well- weigVd choice 
And Albion's gen'ral voice 
Have lifted to the faireft heights of pow'r^ 

Wkea He appears, aiul deigns to ihine 
The leader of thy learned Une ; 
And' hid» the verdufe of thy olive bough 

t 

'Mid all his civic ehaplets twine. 
And add ftefh glories to his honouar'd brew. 

IX. 
jiir VI. Hafte then, and amply o'er his head 
The gracefal fbUage fpread ; 
Mean while the Mufe fhall (hatch the tmmp of Famei 
And lift her fwelling accents high^ 
To. tell the world that Pblh am's> name 
Is dear to Leanning as to Liberty. 

Full eiofw^ The Mufe ihall fnatch the trun^ o£F^me| 
And lift her fwelling accents h%fa» 
To tlBll the world that Pblham'^ name 
Is dear to Learning as ta Liberty. 

ODE 
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if 

ODE to an ^EOLUS's * Harp. 

Sent to. Mifs ^HEPHEARDl 
By the Same. 



Y 



E S^ magic lyxe ! now all com^eat 
Thy (lender frame refponiive rings. 
While kindred notes with unduliation fweet ./ 
Accordant wake from all thy vocal flnngs. 

Go then to her, whpfe foft requell 

Bade my bleft hands thy form prepare ; 
Ah go, and fweetly footh her tender breaft 
With many a warbl& wild^ and artlefe air. 

For know, full oft, while o'er the mead 

Bright June extends her fragrant reign^ 
The Fair (hall place thee near her flumb'ring head 
To court the gales that cool the (ultry plain ; 

Then fhall the Sylphs, and Sylphids bright. 

Mild Genii all, to whofe high care 
Her virgin charms are giv'n, in circling flight 
Skim fportive round thee in the fields of air. 

Some, fluttering 'mid- diyr trembling ftringa> - 

Shall catch the rich melDdioufi fpotl,. 
And lighdy bruih tiLee with th«ir purple wingii 
To aid the Zephyrs ia thieir tuneful tnil ; 

* This inftrument appears to ha.'ve been invented by 
Ki?vCHER : ijoho has gi'vcn a 'very accurate^ dif^ff tow of it 
in his Mu^URGPA-. Aftetn haruitig htsmntgUSed^ 4ii»<iman 
hundred years ^ it- ivas again accidentally difco*vered h^ Mr. 
OswALp. See Kbl: Iff. /. 4. of tUrMffieUimf. 
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While others check each ruder gale, 

E^cpell rough Boreas from the iky. 
Nor let a breeze its heaving breath exhale. 
Save fuch as foftly pant, and panting die. 

Then, as thy fwelling accents rife. 

Fair Fancy waking at the found. 
Shall paint bright viiions on her raptur'd eyes. 
And waft her fpirits to enchanted ground. 

To myrtle groves, Elyfian greens, 

'Mid which fome fav'rite youth fhall rove. 
Shall meet, fhall lead her thro' the glitt'ring fcenes, 
And all be mofic, extacy, and love. 

gl* ^9 cS SS «n gJ no gn nn ^^ ^^ ^s op fj» ^2 °" gn ^2 ^X g" oEs 

ODE to HEALTH. 

JVi7» efi 'vi'vere^ fid valere^ 'vita. Martial. 

By Mr. Dvncombe, Fellow of Corpus Chrifti College^ 

Cambridge. 

I. 

HEALTH! to thee thy yot'jy owes 
All the bleffings life beftows. 
All die fweets the fummer yields. 
Melodious woods, and clover'd fields j 
By thee he taftes the calm delights 
Of ftudious days and peaceful nights : 
By thee his eye each fcenc with rapture views ; 

The Mufc ihall fing thy gifts, for they infpirc the Mufe. 

II. Docs 
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' n. 

Does increafe of wealth impart 
Tranlports to a bounteous heart f 
Does the lire with fmiles furvey 
His prattling children round him play ! 
Does love with mutual blufhes ilrealc 
The fwain's and virgin's artlefs cheek ? 
From Health thefe bluflies, finiles and traniports flow ; 
Wealth, children, loveitfelf, to Health their relilh owe. 

m. 

Nymph ! with thee, at early Morn, 
Let me brufh the waving corn ; ' 
And, at Noon-tide's fultry hour, 
O bear me to the wood-bine bow'r ! 
When Evening lights her glow-worm, lead 
To yonder dew-enamePd mead ; 
And let me range at Night thofe glimm'ring groves. 
Where Stillncfs ever fleeps, and Contemplation roves. 

IV. 
This my tributary lay. 
Grateful at thy fhrine I pay. 
Who for.fev'n whole years hail ihed 
Thy balmy bleffings o'er my head ; 
O ! let me ftill enamoor'd view 
Thofe fragrant lips of rofy hue. 
Nor think there needs th' aUay of iharp difeaie^ 
To quicken thy repafl, and give it pow'r to ple*fe. 

■ 1. ". ' ' * 

V". Now 
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V. 

f»Tow by fwiflieft Zephyrs dfa«wi. 
Urge thy chariot o'er the kwn ; 
In yon gloomy grotto laid, 
• Palemon afks thy kincfiy aid ; 
If goodnefe can that aid engage, 
O hover rotmd the virtuous fage : 
Nor let one figh for his owii fuff'rings rife ; 
Each human ftrfPring HYts his fympathizing ryesV 

VT. 
Venus from -Eneas' fide s 
With fuccefsful efforts try'd 
To extraft th* envenom'd dart. 
That baffled wife lapis' art. 
If thus, Hygei A, thou couWft prove ^ 
Propitious to die queen of love. 
Now oh thy lavour'd Heberden beftow 
Thy-choicefl heaKng pow'rs, for Pallas ato them now.* 

vn. 

What tho', banifli'd from Ae fight. 
To the hero's troubled fight 
kanks on ranks tlumultub&s ro(e 
Of flying friends and conqu'ring foes ; 
He only panted to obtain 
A laurel wreath for thoufatids flain ; 
'' On nobler views intent, the Sage's mind 
Pants to ilcHght, infhni^, and humanife ^nankind. 

* Author of ClariJTa. 

A VERNAL 
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A VERNAL ODE. 

Sent to his Grace the Lord Archb((hop of Can- 
terbury, March 12, 1754. 

By FRANCIS FAWKES, A. M. 



B 



I. 

RIGHT God of day, whofc genial power 
Revives the baried feed. 
That fpreads with foliage every bower> 

With verdure every mead. 
Bid all thy vernal breezes fly, 
DifFufing mildnefs thro* the &y ; 
Give the foft Seafon to our drooping plains. 
Sprinkled with rofy dews, and Mutaiy rains. 

n. 

Enough has Winter's hand icvcre 

HurPd all hig terrors round, 
Chill'd the fair dawning of the year. 

And whiten'd all the ground : 
Give but thy vital beams to play. 
The frozen fcenes will melt away ; 
And, mix in fprightly dance, the blooming Hours 
Will 'wake die drowfy Spring, and Spring awake the fiowersi 

« ni. Let 
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ni. 

Let Health, gay daughter of the fkleB^ 

On Zephyr's wings deSccnd, 
And fcattcr pleafures as ihe flies 
Where Surry's downs extend ; 
There Hearing wooes her friendly pcfiver^ 
There may fhe all her rofes fliower. 
To heal that fhepherd all her balms employ. 
So will fhe footh oar fears, and give a nation joy. 

IV, 
Ah me ! that Virtue's gocflike friends' 

So foon are claim'd by Fate ! 
Lo! ^PfiLHAMtothe grave defcendsy 

The bulwark of the flate,: 
When will £ak Truth his equal find 
Among the beft of human :4dnd I 
Long be the fatal day with mourning kept ! 

Augustus figh'd fincere, and all the worthy wep£^' 

, V. . 
Thy delegate, tind heaven reftore 

To health, and fafely keep ; 
Let good AuGU&Tus fjgh no more^ 

No more the worthy weep : 
And ilill upon the royal heaxl 
The riches of thy blefling fhed :- 
Eftablifh'd with his courifellors around/ 
Long be his profp'rous reign, and all with glory crowh^ci. 

* T/je Right Honourable Hmry Pelhamt E/qy died on the 
6th of March 1754. 

An 
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An AUTUMNAL ODE. 

By the Same. 

L 

YZ*T once more» glorious God of day. 
While beams thine orb ftrentf. 
O let me warbling court thy £txy 

To gild the fading fcene! 
'pip rays invigorate the Springs 
Bright Summer to perfe^on bring* 
The cold) inclement days of Winter ckeaT* 
And msike th' Autumnal months the mildeftof die year* 

II 
Ere yet die ruEet foliage falU 

111 climb the mountdn's brovV^ 
My friend) my Hayman» at diy call# 

To view the fi:ene below : 
How fweedy pleafing to behold 
Forefts of vegetaJ^e'gold ! 
How mix'd the many chedcet^d ihades betweeik 
The uwny mellowing hae* and the g;ay vivid giioettl 



Vol. IV. 



UL Haw 
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ra. 

How fptendid all the ikj f how fEiB I 

flcwr mild die c^nag gab t 
How foft the whifpers of the riH 

That windsr along the.dafe ! 
So tranquil Nature's works appear. 
It feems die Sabbath of the year; 
As if, the Summer's Labour paft, ihe chofe 
This feafon's fober calm for blandifhing' rcpofe. 

IV. 
Such is of wcfl-fpent life die tinie. 

When bufyr da3rs are ystSt, 
Man irerging gradual from hit pnxae. 

Meets facred Peace at laft : 
His flowery Spriag of pteatees *o*er. 
And Stauner't f«ll-bIow& prkle no n&ore» . 
He pamfttdhc AwtaMa, «i«^ tihA hhmd. 
And daundefs braves the flroke of Winter's paUyd hanc 

V. 
Foryetawhfle, a litde ^idilft. 

Involved ia.wint'ry gloom. 
And lo ! another Spring ihall finX^ 

A Spring eternal bloom; 
Then fhall he (hine, a gloriottl gveft^ -^ 
la die bright manfions of the faleft. 
Where due rewards on Virtue are beftow'd. 
And reap the golden fruits of what his Autumn ibw^d* 

* , ' • 

A SON 
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t 

A SONG. 

L 

AW A Yy tet nought to love difpleafin^ 
My Wlnifreday more thy fear^ 
Let nought ddaj the heav'nly bleffing^ 
Nor fqneainifli pride» net gloomy cu9* 

What tho' no gfints of YOfal donors 
With pompons titles gruee our Uood» 

We'll ihine in moro fnbiUuitial hononvs^ 
And to be nohk we'll be good. 

in. 

What tho! from Fonune'4 laviih bounty 

No mighty treafhres we poiTefs^ 
We'll find within our pittance plenty. 

And be content without exce^. 

IV. 
Stjll fhim each kijid retorping ieaibn» 

Sufficient for our wiihes give. 
For we will live a life of reafon. 

And that's the only life to.live. 

V. 
Our name, wHilft virtue thus we tender. 

Shall fweetly fcond where'er 'tis fpok^ 
And all the great ones much ihall wonder. 

How they admire fueh little folk* 

S 2 VI. Thro' 
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VI. 
Thro' yoadi and age in love excelling. 

Well hand in hand together tread» 
Sweet fmiling Peace fhall crown our dwelling. 

And babes, fweet finiling babes our bed. 

VIL 
How Ihould I love the pretty creatures, 

Whilft round my knees they fondly dung. 
To iee 'cm look their mother's featnrett 

To hear 'em lifp their mother's tongue. 

vm. 

And when with envy time tranfported 

Shall think to rob us of oikr joys. 
You'll in your girls again be oonrted. 

And I go wooing in my boys. 

. • ■ -I -•..,• 

The G E N I U S. 

An O D E, written in 17 17^ on occafion of the 

Duke of Marlborough's Apopleaty. 

L ^ 

AW E F U L hero, Marlb'rough ijfe : 
^eepy charms I come to br^ak ; 
Hither turn thy languid eyes : 

Lo! thy Genius calls ; awake ! 

n. WeU 
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Well furvcjr this faithful plan. 

Which records thy life's great ftory ; 
•Tis a fliort, but crowded fpan. 

Full of triumphs, fullofglo^. 

HI. 
One by one thy deeds review 

Sieges, battles, thick appear; 
Former wonders, loft in new. 

Greatly fill each pompous year, 

IV. 
This is Blmheim's cnmibn field. 

Wet with gore, withflaughter^ftain'di 
Here retiring iqnadrons yield. 

And a bloodleis wreath is gain'd I 

V. 
Ponder in thy godlike mind 

All dii'w>nders thou h^ wrought; 
Tyrants, from their pride declined, 

fie ^e fybjeft of fhy thought I 

VL 
Reft thee here; while life may laft : 

Th' utmoft blifs, to man allowed, 
Is to trace his actions paft. 

And to own them great and good, 

VIL 
But 'tis gone — - a mortal bom ! 

Swift the hi&^g fcenes remove— ^« 
Let them pais with noble feorii^ 

Thine are woilds, which roll above^ 
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vm. 

Poets, prophets, heroes, kiogs* 

PleasM, liiy ripe approadi foidee ; 
Men, who aAed wond'ioas thin^;!, 
^ Tho' they yteki in fiune to Aee. 

Foremofty in the pflitriot«bind» 

Shining with diftinguifh'd day. 
See thy friend, Godolphii^ ftand i 

See ! he beckons thee away* 

X. 
Yonder feats and fields of light 

Let thy nviih'd thoaght explore f 
Wiihing, panting for thy flight ! 

Half «ui angel ; man no more. 

Translations from Horace. 

By Mr. MAa»ioTT, of Trinity-Hall, Cambridge. 

Book I. Ode XVm. Invitation to his Miftrefe, 

OFT Fannns leaves Arcadia's plain, 
And to the Sal^ hill retreats : 
Jit gaaids my flodcs from rising r»n. 
From piercing winds, «id icorching heats. 

I Wherv 
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Where lurks the thyme, or Ihrubs appear, 
' My want04 ki4a fequrely play ; 
My goats no poisonous ferpent fear. 

Safe wand'ring through the woodland way. 

• 

No hoilile weif the fold invades ; 

Uitic^'i pendent rocks rebound 
My fong ; a|id ail the fylvan ihades. 

By Echo taught, return the found* 

• 

The gods my verfe propitious iicar» 
My head from every danger Ihidd: 

For you, o'erilows the bounteous year. 
And Plenty's horn hath heap'd my field. 

Refponfive to the Teian ftiing. 

Within the fiifi-^defended vale. 
Here, foftly warbling yon fiiall fing 

Each tender, tuneful, am'rous tale. 

No rival, b^re, (hall borft the bands 
That wreathe my charmer's beauteooi hMb, 

Nor feize her weakly Aruggliqg hands.; 
But Love and Horace guard the £iir. 



S 4 * Ode 
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Ode VI. Book II- Imitated^ 

BEVIL, that with your friend would roam. 
Far fiom your England's happier home. 
Should e*er the Fates that friend detain 
In gayer France, or gnprer Spain i 

Know, all my wifii Is to retreat. 
When age (hall qoench my yoathfbl heat. 
In Kentifii fliades fweet peace to find. 
And leave the fons of c^re behind. 

But (hoold this pleaiing hope be vain> 
May I fair Windfbr's feat attain, 
llHiere Leddon's gentle waters glide. 
And flocks adorn its flowery fide. 

. .. ■ ■,■..•••. ■ - \' 
Sweet groves, I love your iUent fliades x 

Yonr ru^t lawns, and opening glades, 

Witb fam'd Italia's plains may vie 

Your fertile fields, and healthful iky. 
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Ffere, let our eve of life be fbent | 

He^a fricjEid fliall live y^i^ friend content i 

Here, in cold e^rth my limbs be laid; 

' Andliere, thy generous tear be paid. 

Book 
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Book II. Ode XII. Tranflatcd. . 

THE wars of Numanda and Hannibal dirc^ 
On land, or on ocean the fighting, 
Mascenas, ne'er fuitcd my peaceable lyre» 
In fubjefts much fofter delighting. 

You love not of eentaors embattled to he«v 

Nor of giants, a tale of iuch wonder. 
Who fhook all the (kies, made Jupiter fear, 

Till drove by Alddee and thunder. 

In profe, my good patron, more nobly on wijte» 
As your topip than thefe is much better. 

How Cxfar with glory can govern and fightf 
And lead haughty Ipngs in bis fetter. 

Alone my gay Mnfe of Lidnnia would fing. 
The conilant, good-inatur^d, and pretty," 

So graceful to dance with the maids in a ring. 
So fparkling, {o merry, and witty. 

While you play with her hair, diac is carefsly curl'd^ 
While this way, now that wdy (he twitches. 

Of your teazittg (6 kindly complaining, no HnxAi 
Could bribe for one lock with its richer. 



Thaa 
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Thus blcil with the nymph, how tran (porting the joy ! 

Who whimiical, wa nton> amufes ; 
Who pleaiingly forward, or prsttily coy» 

Oft fnatches the kifs (he refufes. 

To a LADY making a Pin Bafkct 

By the Same. 

WHILE olpj^a? oft parental care 
With joy your fond attention lhare> 
Madam, aceapt ck' aufpicioiis ftrain ; 
Nor rife your beauteous work in vain. 
Oft' be your fecond race furvey*d. 
And oft* a new pin bafket noiade. 

When marriage was in all its glory, 
Sopoeti, madam, tell the ftory, 
Ere Pltttus dan^i'd love't pnmr flame* 
Or Smithfield bargains had a name. 
In heav'n a blooming yoodi 4nd bride 
At Hymen's altars were ally'd ; 
When Copid Md hifi Pfy^e wan» 
And, all her deftiu'd IdlKIPD done. 
The cruel Fates their rage relented, 
Aiid oniifii Vjenus had GOfiftnted. 

At Jove's oommand, and Hemes' call, 
The itoin iq;>pear'd.tb 1^1 the liall. 
And gods, and^goddeflles were dreft. 

To do them honour, in their beft. 

. ^ . The 



The litdc rogues now pafs'd the row. 

And looked, and mov'd I don;t know how. 

And, ambling hand in hand, appear 

Before the mighty thunderer. 

Low at his throne they bent the knee ; 

He fmil'd the blufliing pair to fee, 

Lay'd his tremendoas bolt aiide. 

And ftrok'd dieir cheeks, and kifs'd the bride. 

Says Jono, finceour Jove's fo kind. 
My dears, feaieprefent I muftfind. - * 

In greateil pleafures, greateft dangers, ^ 

We and the fex w<ere never flrangers ; 
With bounibeoiis hand my gifb I fpread 
Prefiding o'er the marriage bed. 
Soon, for the months are on the wing. 
To you a daughter fair I bring. 
And know, from this your niiptiai mom ^ I 
Shall Pleafure, ^ailiuig babe, be bom; 
But for the baiae ws mutt piepaoe^ 
That too &all be four Jmtufs care. 
Apollo, from his golden lyre. 
Shall Erft afliS of with dte wirei 
Vulcan fhall Make the £lver pin. ^ 
The bafket tiius we iudl begis. 
Where we jDiy pat die child's jotaqr^ 
And get it ready by the day. 
The nymphs thcm^tlvcM witih tkmen fliitt drefi it, 
/ Pallas fhall weave, andlvriU bk&at 

Oaptatn 
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Captain CUPID. 

By the Same. 

ERST, in Cythera'f facred fliade. 
When Venus dafp'd the god of war^ 
The laughing loves around them play'd. 
One bore the ihield, and one the fpear. 

The little warriora Gnpid led. 
The ihining baldric gnu^d his breaft. 
The mighty helmet o'er his head' 
Nodded its formidable creft 

Hence oft'^ to win fome ftnbbom maid, . 
Still doesHBe wanton God aflume 
The martial air, the gay cockade, 
Thefword, the ihoulder-knot and plume. 

PhyltishflKlJKnigsJiirpbw^ diefy^.^ . 
Rdblv'd her^con^fiiefts to^maintain ; 
His fruitlefs art ciflbs^dettry^dji i.". ::^. - 
Each (hepherd tun*d his pipe in vain. 

!^<Oatfii tfitM^ i^captab b<M : . 
Of trenches and q£ fatifadaas r r: 
He talk'dri AxAmnyA tale he told 
jQf battles, and of ambufcadoes. 



How oft' his godfhip had been drunk | 
What melting maids he had undone ; 
How oft* by night had ftorm'd a punk^ 
Or bravely beat a fancy dun. 

. He fwpre, drank, whor*d, fung, danc*d with fpirit^ 
And b'e> each pleafing topic ran. 
Till Phyllis fighM, and own'd his merit. 
The Captain's fore a charming man. 

Ye bards, on verfe^Iet Phcebas doat. 
Ye ihepherds, leave your pipes t» Vm^ 
Nor verfe nor pipe will Phyllis note. 
The Captain is the charmiii^ n^m. 

O E) j£ on 

By the Samel 



• . • 



TH E mariner, when firft he (ails. 
While his bold oars theiparkliagiitffiKe iweep^ 
With new deHght, rtnmQxuted hails . 
The blue expanded ikies, wid level de^. .. > - 

• • • , ^ ■ i/ 

Such young Ambition^ fearlefs aim, 
Pleas'd with the gorgeCMis ibene of wMl^ ta^'poMv 

In the gay mom of early taoBtAp ^o^^- • '^ : ; ;» ' 
Nor thinks of evening ftomii» ati4 giocmiy hootf; > >. -. 

Life's 
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Life's opening yiews bright charms reveal^ 
Peed the fond wifh, and fan the yonthfiil fire. 

But woes unknown thofe charms oMiceal, 
And &ir illufions cheat our fierce defire* 

• 

There Emry-fliows her (bllen mien. 
With changeful colour, grinning finiles fsi hate. 

There Mdice (bd^s, with rage (erene } 
In deadly filence, treacheroiu Friendihips w«it. 

^ High on a motrntai-VkAy bra«r. 
Mid clouds and ftorms, )ui9 Glory fix'd her ftat; 

Rock'd by the roaring wind* that blow. 
The lightnings blaft st» and the tempers beat. 

Withift dM fun^t vale beneath. 
More moderate Hope with fweet Contentment dwellsf 

While gendbr breezes round them breathe. 
And fofter (howers refrefh their peaceful cells. 

To better genius ever blind. 
That points to each in varied life his fhare, 

Man quits the path by heaven defignM, 
To fearch for blifs among the thorns of care. 

Our native powers we fcorh to know ; 
With ftedfaft error ftill the wrong pnrfae ; 

Inftruft our forward ills to grow ; 
While fad foccefles bat pur pain renew. 

In 
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In vain heaven tempers life with fweet^ . 
With flowers die way, that leads us home, beftrews» 

If dupes to paffioh, and deceit. 
We drink the bitter, and the nigged chaft. 

Few can on Grandeur's ^ge af^ear. 
Each lofty part with true applaufe fuftain* 

No common virtue hh am deer. 
Where rocks unnumber'd lurk beneath die nuuAv 

Then happieft he, whbfe timely hand 
To cool Difcredon has the helm refign'd; 

Enjoys the calm, in fight of land. 
From changing ddes fecure, and tnilUefi wind. 

ODE to FANCY. 

By the Same. 

GILDING with bHgheer beama the vemal ikier. 
Now haftes tlie cat^dFday to rile* 
Youth, and Mirth, and Beavty leads 
In golden reins die^fprighlily ftteds* 
With wanton Love that rolls his (parkling eyes, 

Morpheus, 



1 288 ] 

MorpUetiSy no more 
Hiy ;^ppies9 cropt on Lethe's margin, (hti 
Around thy languid poet's head« 

ThcJu drowfy god, 
*Tis time to break thy leaden rod. 
And give thy flumbers- o'er* 

But come, thon woodland Nymph, along^ 
Mifbefs of the vocal ibng, 
Fancy, ever fair and fiee I 

Whether on the mountains ftraying. 
Or on beds of roles playing. 
Daughter erf* fweet Liberty. 

Through aM the ivy-drded cave 
Soft mufic at thy birth was heard to found* 

The graces danc'd thy bower around. 
And gently dipt thee in the filver wave. 

With bloflbms fair thy cradle dreft. 

And rock'd their fmiling babe to reft. 
To kifs thy lips, the bees, a murmuring throngs 

With bttfy wings, nnnumber'd flew ; 
For thee, froi^i every flower their tribute drew^ 
And lull'd thy flumbers with an airy fong. 

Come, in thy heav'nly woven veil. 
That Iris' hand has ting'd in every dye. 
With which (he paints the iky, 
Tlowing o'er thy xoneleis breaft. 



QL Me, 
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j^e, fweet enchantrefs, deign to bear 
O'er the feas> and through the air; 
0*er the plains extended wide. 
O'er miily hills, and curling douds we ride^ 

Now mounting high, now finking low» 
Through hail and rain, and yapo'nrd go ; 
Where is treafur'd up the fiiow : 
Where fleeps the thunder in its cell ; 

Where the fwift-wing'd light'nings dwell ; 
Or where the bluft'ring florms are taught to blow. 

Now tread the milky way ; 
Unnumber'd worlds that float in aether fpy. 
Among the gUttering planets ftray. 

To the lunar orbit fly> 
And mount^n^^ fhores, and feas defcry* 
Now catch the mi^ of the fpherea ; ' 

Which) fuice ihe by'th of tiine> - •' ■ 
Have, in according ehimoy' 
And fair propordoo, loiliiig loiin^^ * ' 

With each diviner found 
Attentive Silence, pierced thy liiPning ears r ' 
Unheard by aU^ hixt thofe* alone- •< 
Whom to wifdpm't fccce^thrMe - 
The Mufe, with,hQai6'jirtaii^ltl: gnidancei deSgtifs to bring, 
To trace the facre^ppkjtbf^YjUb Jiallowed &et{ ; - 
Ori Fancy, who the myfUc (hade. 
In thy airy car, pervade^ 

Where Plato's raptur'd fpirit holds its folemn feat. 
Vol. IV. T IV. But, 
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IV. 
But, Fancy, dcmmward urge thy ftigKt. 

On fome mountsm's towering height; 
With hoary frofis eternal crowned, 
' Rapt with dnfllLy vapours round. 
Let me fix my ftedfift feet. 
I feel, I feel the f^inniiig gales ; 
The wat'ry miils beneath retreat.* 
The noontide ray now darts its heat^ 
And pours its glories o*er the vales. 
Glittering to the dancing beams. 
Urging their flubbom way the rocks amOBgr 
I hear, and fee a thoufand ftreams 
Foam, and roar, »id mfh along. 
But to the plains defended. 
Their fudden rage is ended. 
Now loft in deep recefs of darkibme bowers. 
Again now fparkling throagh the meads 

Vefted foft with vernal flowers, 
Refiedling the majeftic towers, 
Its peaceful flood the roving channel leads. 

There i3ie rural cots are feen. 
From whofe low roof the curling finoke aicends. 
And dims with blueifh volumes all the grcenr 
There (bine foreft far extends 
Its groves embrown'd with lengthened Ihade; 
Embofom'd where fome Gothic feat. 
Of monarchs once retreat; 



In 
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tn wild magnificence array'd. 

The pride of ancient times prdcnts^ 

And liftsj in cbntraft fair difplay'dj 

Its fun-reflefting battlements* 

V. 
Near, fome imperial city feems to reigflj 

Triumphant o'er the fubjeft land ; 

With domes of art Vitnivian cfownMi 

See gleam her gilded fpires around. 

Her gates in awefiil grandeur ftand; 
£qual to fhine in-pcacie, or war fuftain ; 

Her mighty bulwarks threat the plain 
With many a wOrk of death, and armed mound. ^ 
Where rolls her wealthy rivet deep and wide. 

Tall groves of cifowded mafts arife^ 

Their ftreamers waving to the Ikies. 

The banks are white widi fwelHng failsi 

And diftant veflels ftem the tide. 
Circling through pendant cliffs, and watery dales. 
The ruffet hills, the valleys green beneath, 

The fallows brown, and dtifky heath, . 

The yellow com, empurpled vine. 

In union foft their tints Combine, 

And, Fancy, all engage thine eye 
With a fweet variety. 

While clouds the fleeting clouds piirfue^ 

In mutual fhade, and mutual light. 

The changing landicape meets the fight ; 
'Till the ken no more can view i 
' Ta And 
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And heaven appears to meet the ground ^ 
The rifiDg lands, and azure diihince drowned 
Amid the gay horizon's golden- bound. 

VI. 
Such are the fcenes that oft* invite 
To feed thee. Fancy, with delight. 

All that nature can create. 

Beauteous,' awefol, new and gr^t. 

Sweet enthniiail, is thy treafure, 

Source of wonder, and of pleafure ; 

Every fenfe to tranfport winning. 

Still unbounded and beginning. 
Then, Fancy, fpread thy wings agaia; 
Unlock the caverns of the main. 
Above, beneath, and all around : 

Let the tumbling billows fpread ; 

*TiU the coral floor we tread. 

Exploring all the wealth that decks the realms profoand ; 

There, gather gems that long have glow*d 
In the valt, unknown abode. 

The jafper yein'd, the faphire blue. 

The ruby bright with crimfon hue, 

Whate'er the bed refplendent paves, 

Or decks the glittering roofs on high. 
Through whofe tranflucent arch are feen the rolling wares. 
Fancy, thefe fliall clafp thy veft. 

With thefe thy lovely brows be drcft. 

In every gay, and various dye. 



U 
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Bat hark ! — the feas begin to roar. 
The whiftling winds aflault my ear. 
The low'ring ftorms around appear — 

Fancy, bear me to the (here. 
There in thy realms, bright goddefs, deign. 
Secure to fix thy votary's feet : 
O give to follow oft^ thy train : 
Still with accuftom'd lay thy power to greet; 
To dwell with Peace, and fport with thee. 
Fancy, ever fair and free, 

t 

An Addrefs to his Elbow-chair, new cloath^d. 

By the late Wm. Somervile, Efq; Author of the Chace.* 

MY dear companion, and my faithful friend ! 
If Orpheus taught the liftening oaks to bend ; 
If ftones and rubbifh, at Amphion's call, 
D.'incM into form, and built the Theban wall ; 
Why fhoulJ'ft not tho'4 attend my humble lays, . 
And liear my grateful harp refound thy praife ? 



' # 



Writte?i towards the clofe of Mr* Somervile'/ life^ 



T 3 True, 
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True, thou art fpruce and fine, a very beaai 
But what are trappings, and external ftiow ? 
To real worth alone I make my court ; 
Knaves are my fcorn, and coxcombs are my fport* 

Once I beheld thee far lefs trim and gay ; 
Ragged, disjointed, and to worms a prey ; 
The fafc retreat of every lurking moufe ; 
Derided, fhun'd; the lumber of my houfe ! 
Thy robe, how chang'd from what it was before ! 
Thy velvet robe, which pleas'd my fires of yore ! 
*Tis thus capricious Fortune wheels us round ; 
Aloft we mount — then tumble to the ground. 
Yet grateful then^ my conflancy I prov*d ; 
I knew thy worth ; my friend in rags I lov'd! 
I lov'd thee, more ; nor, like a courtier, fpum'd 
My benefa£lor, when the tide was turn'd. 

With confi:ious fiiame, yet frankly, I confefs^ 
That in my youthful days— I lov'd thee lefs. 
Where vanity, where pleafure call'd, I flray'd; 
And every wayward appetite obcy'd. 
But fage experience taught me how to prize 
Myfelf ; and how, this world : fhe bade me rife 
To nobler flights, regardlefs of a race 
Of fadUous emmets ; pointed where to place 
My blifs, and lodg'd me in thy foft embrace. 

Here on thy yielding down I fit fecure ; 
And, patiently, what heav'n has fent, endure : 



\ 



From 



From all the futile cai*es of bafinefs free ; 
Not fond of life, but yet content to ie : 
Here mark the fleeting hours ; regret the paft ; 
And ferioufly prepare, to meet the laft. 

So fafe on Ihore the peniion'd failor lies ; 
And all the malice of the florm defies : 
With eafe of body bleft, and peace of mind. 
Pities the reftlefs crew he left behind ; 
Whilil, in his cell, he meditates alone 
On his great voyage, to the world unknown* 

S O . N G. 

By the fame. 

AS o'er Afteria*s fields I rove. 
The blifsful feat of peace and love. 
Ten thoufand beauties round me rife. 
And mingle pleafure with furprize. 

By nature bleft in every part, 
Adom'd with every grace of art. 
This paradife of blooming joys - 
Each raptur'd fenie, at once, employs. 

T 4 IL But 
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But when I view the radiant queen^ \ 

Who form'd this fair enchanting fcene ) 
Pardon ye grots ! ye cryftal floods I 
Ye breathing flow'rs ! ye (hady woods ! 

Your coolneft now no more invites ; 
No more your murmuring {h-eam delights; 
Your fweets decay, your verdure's flown j 
My foul's intent on her alone. 

O D E to a Friend wounded jn a Duel. 

How long (hall tyrant Cuftom bind 
In flaviih chains the human mind ? 
How long fliall falfe fantallic Honour dr^w 
The vengeful fword, with fifry fell. 
And rancorous Malice dark as hell. 
In fpight of Reafon's rule, and Nature's eldeft law ? 

Too many gallant youths have bled ; 
Too much of Britiih blood been flied 
By Britons' fwords, and that foul monfter*s laws : 
Youths that might elfe have nobly dar'd ; 
More glorious wounds and dangers fliar'd 
For Britain's jufl defence, and virtue's injur'd caufe. 

So 
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So when the fierce Cadmean youth 
Sprung from the dragon's venom'd tooth. 
Each chief afofe in (hining armour dreft : 
With rage infpir'd, the furious band 
Soon found a ready foe at hand. 
And plung'd the pointed fteel each in a brother's breafi:. 

Has Britain then no other foes. 
That thus her fons their lives expoffe 
To private war, and feuds, and civil fray ? 
Does Spain infult her flag no more ? 
Does Lewis yet his thoughts give o*cr 
Of univerfal rule, and arbitrary fway ? 

'Tis Britons' to fupport the law ; 
'Tis theirs ambitious kings to awe. 
And equal rights of empire to maintain^ 
For this our fathers, brave and flout. 
At Agincourt and Crefly fought 
And heaped fam'dBlenheim's field with mountains of the flain. 

How will the Gallic monarch (mile. 
To fee the fons of Albion's ifle 
Their country's blood with ruthlefi weapons drain ? 
Themfelves avenge the glorious day 
When Marib'rough fwept whole hofts away. 
And fent the frighted Danube purple to the main ? 

bfay. 
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m 

O (a/y in this inglorious (Irife 
Thy ann had robb'd thy friend of life. 
What pangs, what anguifli had thy bofom proved ? 
How hadfl thou curs'd the cruel deed. 
That caus'd the gallant youth to bleed, 
Pierc'd by thy guilty fword, and ilain by him he lov'd i 

How did the fair Maria blame 
Thy high-bred {pirit*s eager flame. 
That courting danger flighted her foft love ? 
Far other wreaths for thee flie twin'd ; 
Far other cares for thee deiign'd ; 
And for the laurel crown, the myrtle chaplet wove* 

If not for her^s, for Britain's fake, ^ 

Forbear thy precious life to flake ; 
Nor taint thy honour with (b foul a deed. 
One day thy country may require 
Thy gallant arm and martial fire : 
Then may'ft thou bravely conquer, or as bravely bleed* 



ODE 
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ODE to NIGHT. 

TK E bufy cares of day xre done 5 
In yonder weftem cloud die fan 
Now fets, in other world* to rife. 
And glad with light the nether Ikies. 
With lingering pace the parting day retires. 
And flowly leaves the mountain tops, and gilded (pires. 

Y^ azure cloud, enrob'd with white, 
Still (hoots a gleam of fainter light : 
At length defcends a browner (hade ; 
At length the glim'ring obje& fade : 
Till all fubmit to Night's impartial reign. 
And undi(lingui(h'd darknefs coven all the plain. 

No more the ivy-crowned oak 
Refbunds beneath the wood-man's ilroke. 
Now Silence holds her folemn fway ; 
Mute is each bu(h, and ev'ry (pray : 
Nought but the found of muriti'ring rills is heard. 
Or from the inDuld'ring tow'r. Night's fditary bird. 



Haii 
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Hail facred hour of peaceful reft ! 
Of po¥(^r to charm the troubled breafl ! 
By thee the captive flave obtains 
Short refpite from his galling pains ; 
Nor fighs for liberty, nor native foil ; 
But for a while forgets his chains, and fultry toil« 

No horrors hail thou in thy train. 
No fcorpion lafli, no clanking chain. 
When the pale murd'rer round him Ipies 
A thoufand grifly forms arife. 
When fhrieks and groans aroufe his palfy'd fear, 
'Tis guilt alarms his Ibul, and confcience wounds his ear. 

The village fwain whom PhiUis charms, m 
Whofe breaft the tender paffion warms, 
Wifhes for thy all-fhadowing veil. 
To tell the fair his lovefick tale : 
Nor lefs impatient of the tedious day, 
She longs to hear his tale, and %h her foul away. 

Oft by the covert of thy (hade 
Leander woo'd the Thracian maid } 
Through foaming feas his paflion bore. 
Nor fear'd the ocean's thund'ring roar. 
The confcious virgin from the fea-girt tow*r 
Hung out the faithfid torch to guide him to her bowV. 



Oft 
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Oft at thy filent hour the fage 
Pctt-es bn the fair inftru6live page ; 
Or rapt in mufings deep, his foul 
Mounts aftive to the flarry pole : 
There pleas'd to range the realms of endlefs night. 
Numbers the ftars, or marks the comet's devious light. 

Thine is the hour of converfe fweet, 
When (prightly wit and reafbn meet : 
Wit, the fair bloffom of ^the mind. 
But fairer iliU with reafon join'd, 
Such is the feaft thy focial hoiirs afford. 
When eloquence and Granville join the friendly board. 

Granville, whofe polifh'd mind is fraught 
With all that Rome or Greece e'er taught; 
Who pleafes and inibuds the ear. 
When he aflTumes the critic's chair. 
Or from the Stagyrite or Plato draws 
The arts of civil life, the ipirit of the laws. 

O let me often thus employ 
The hour pf mirth and focial joy ! 
And glean from Granville's learned ilore 
Fair fcience and true wifdom's lore. 
Then will I ftill implore thy longer ftay. 
Nor change thy feftive hours for fanfldne and the day. 

Written 
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Written upon leaving a Friend's Houie 

in Wales. 

By the Rev. Dr. M. 

TH E winds were loud, the clouds deep-hnng i 
And dragg'd their fweepy trains along 
The dreary mountain's Ode ; 
When, from the hill, one look to throw 
On Tow/s rambling flood below, 
I tum'd my horfe-— and figh'dr 

But foon the gufts of ileet and hail 
Flew thiqk acrofs the darkened vak> 

And blurr'd the face of day : 
Forlorn and fad, I jogg'd along ; 
And tho' Tom'cry'd, You*re going wlxwig,** 

Still wanderM from my way. 

The (ceneS) which once my fancy took, 
And my aw'd mind with wonder (buck^ 

Pafs'd unregarded, all ! 
Nor black Trecarris' ftcepy height. 
Nor wafte Trecaftle gave delight 1 

Nor clamorous Hondy's fall. 



Did 
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Did the bleak day then give me pain? 
The driving fnow, or pelting rain. 

Or flty with tempefts fraught ? 
No ! thefe unheeded rag'd around : 
Nought in them fo much Mine I founds 

As claim'd one wandering thought. 

Far other cares engrofe'd my mind. 
Cares for the joys I left behind. 

In * Newton's happy groves ! 
Yet not becaufe its woods difclofe 
Or grots or lawns more fweet than thoCe 

Which Pan at noon-day loves ; 

But that, befide its focial hearth 
Dwells every joy, which youthful mirth 

Or ferious age can claim : 
The man too whom my foul firft knew. 
To virtue and to honour true ; 

And friendihip^s facrcd name. 

O Newton, could thefe penfive lays 
In worthy numbers fcan thy praife. 

Much gratitude would fay ; 
But 'that the Mufe, ingenuous maid, 
Oi flattery feems fo much afraid. 

She'll fcarce her duty pay. 

Brecknock, Odl. i6. 1749. 

* Newton is the name of a feat belonging to Sir John 
Price. 

S DENNIS 
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DENNIS to Mr. THOMSON, 

Who bad procured him a Benefit Night. 

REfle&ing on thy worth, methinks I find 
Thy various Seafons in their aathor's mind« 
Spring opes her bloflbms, various as thy Mofe, 
And, like thy foft companion, iheds her dews4 
Summer's hot drought in thy expreflion glows. 
And o'er each page a tawny ripenefs throws. 
Autumn's rich fruits th' inftrudted reader gains^ 
Who taftes the meaning purpofe of thy Urains. 
Winter— -but that no femblance takes from thee : 
That hoary feafon yields a type of me^ 
Shatter'd by time's bleak ftorms I withering lay, 
Leaflefs, and whitening in a cold decay 1 
Yet (hall my proplefs ivy, pale and bent, 
Blefs the ihort funfhine which thy pity lent 



SOK 
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SONG. 1753. 

I. 

Ho W eafy was Colin, how blithe and how gay ! 
Ere he met the fair Chloris, how fprightly his lay ! 
So graceful her form, fo accomplilh'd her mind. 
Sure pity, he thought, with fuch charms muft be join'd : 

ir. 

Whenever (he dancM, or whenever fhe fung. 
How juft was her motion, how fweet was her tongue ! 
And when the youth told her his paffionate flame. 
She allowed him to fancy her heart felt the fame. 

m. 

With ardour he prefs'd her to think him fincere. 
But alas! fhe redoubled each hope and each fear; 
She would not deny, nor fhe would not approve. 
And fhe neither refus'd him, nor gave him her love. 

IV. 
Now Aiear'd by complacence, now froze by difdain* ^ 
He languifh'd for freedom, but languifh'd in vain : 
Till Thyrfis, who pity'd fo helplefs a flave, 
Eas'd his heart of its pain by the counfel he gave. 

V. 
Forfake her, faid he, and rejeQ her awhile ; 
If fhe love you, fhe foon will return with a finite : 

Vol. IV. U Yog 



You can judge of her paifion by abfence alone. 

And by abfence will coaqaer ber heart or—yoor owSr 

VI. 
This advice he purfu'd ; but the remedy prov'd 
Too fatal, alas ! to the fair one he lov'd ; 
Which cur'd his own paflion, but left her in vain 
To figh for a heart (he could never regain. 

I. S. H. 

The BULFINCH in Town. 

By a Lady of Quality. 

HARK to the blackbird's pleafiiig note : 
Sweet ttflier of the vocal throng! 
Nature direds his warbling throat, 
And all that hear, admire the fong. 

Yon* bulfinch, with unvary'd tone. 

Of cadence harfh, and. accent fhril]. 
Has brighter plumage to. attone 

For want of harmony and ikill. 

Yet, difcontent with natureV boon. 

Like man, to mimick art he flics ; 

On opera-pinions hoping foon 

Unnval?dlie Avail mount th9 fklcsr 

And 
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And while, to pleafe fome courtly fair, 

He one duU tune with labour learns, 
A well-gilt cage remote from air. 

And faded plumes, is all he earns ! 

Go, haplefs captive ! ftill repeat 
The founds which nature never taught ;' 

Go, liftening fair ! and call them fweet, 
Becaufe you kiiow them dearly bought. 

Unenvy'd both ! go hear and iing 

Your ftud/d mufick o'er and o'er; 
Whilft I attend th' inviting fpring. 

In fields where birds unfetter'd Toar. 

r 

S O N G. 

Written in Winter 1745. 

By the Same. 

L 

THE fun, his gladibme beams withdniwh« 
The hills all white with fnow. 
Leave me dejedted and forlorn ! 
Who can defcribe my woe ? 

U af But 
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But not the fun's warm beams could chear^ 

Nor hills, tho' e'er fo green, 
Unlefs my Damon fhould appear. 

To beautify the fcene* 

II. 
The frozen brooks, and pathlefs vales. 

Disjoin my love and me ! 
The pining bird his fate bewails 

On yonder leaflefs tree I 
But what to me are birds or brooks, 

Or any joy that's near ? 
Heavy the lute, and dull the books. 

While Danion is not here ! 

III. 
The Laplander, who, half the year. 

Is wrapt in (hades of night. 
Mourns not, like me, his winter drear ; 

Nor wifties more for light. 
But what were light without my love. 

Or objedb e'er fo fine ? 
The flowery meadow, field, or grove. 

If Damon be not mine ? 

IV. 
Each moment, from my dear away, 

Is a long age of pain ; 
Fly fwift, ye hours, be cslm the day* 

That brings my love again I 



::^ 



Ojiafle. 
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O hafte and bring him to my arms ; 

Nor let us ever part : 
My breaft fhall beat no more alarms. 

When I fecure his heart. 

4 

Written to a near Neighbour in a tempeftuous 

]Might 1748. 

By the Same. 

I. 

YO U bid my Mufc not ceafe to fing. 
You bid my ink not ceafe to flow j 
Then fay it ever (hall be (pring. 

And boiflerous winds fhall never blow : 
When: you fuch miracles can prove, 
111 ling of friendihip, or of love. 

IT. 

But now, alone, by ftorms oppreft. 

Which harftily in my ears refound -5 
No chcarfid voice with witty jeft. 

No jocund/ pipe to IHll the found ; 
Untrain'd befide in verfe-like art. 
How ihall my pen exprefs my heart? 



U 3 in. la 
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IIL . 

In vain I call th' harmonious Nine^ 

In vain implore Apollo's aid ; 
Obdarate, they refuie a line. 

While fpleen and care my reft invade. 
Say, (hall we Morpheus next implore. 

And try if dreams befriend us more? 

IV. 
Wifely at leaft hell ftop my pen. 

And with his poppies crown my brow : 
Better by far in lonefome den 

To fleep unheard of than to glow 

With treacherous wildfire of the brain, 
Th' intoxicated poet's bane. 

Written at a Ferme Ornee near Birmingham 5 

Auguft 7th, 1749. 

By the Same. 

?T^IS Nature here bids pleafing fcencs arife, 

-*• And wifely gives them Cynthio, to revi(e : 
To veil each blemifh ; brighten every grace ; 
Yet ftill prcferve the lovely Parent's face. 

How well the bard obeys, each valley tells ; 
Thefe lucid dreams, gay meads, and lonely cells j 

Where 
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Where modeft art in filencc lurks conceals : 
While Nature fhines, fo gracefully revealM, 
That She triumphant claims the total plan ; 
And, with frelh pride, adopts the work of man. 

The GOLDFINCHES. An Elegy. 

By Mr. J a c o. 



'Ingenuas dididjfe fideliter artes 



EmolUt tnoresf necjinit effeferos. 

TO you, whofe groves prote£l the feathered qoireS) 
Who lend their artlefs notes a willing ear. 
To you, whom pity moves, and tafte infpires^ 
The Doric ftrain belongs $ O Shenftone, heitf . . 

*Twas gentle (pring, when all the tuneful race. 
By nature taught, in nuptial leagues combine : 

A goldfinch joy'd to meet Ae warm embrace. 
And hearts and fortunes with her mate to join. 

Thro' Nature's fpacioBs walks at large they rangM» 
No fettled haunts, no fix'd abode their aim ; 

As chance or fancy led, their pat^ they chang*d, 
Themfelves in cv*ry vary'd fccne^ the feme, 

U4 Till 
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Till on a day to weighty cares rcfignM, 

With mutual choice^ alternate, they agreed. 

On rambling thoughts no more to turn their mind, 
-But fettle foberly, and raife a breed. 

All in a garden, on a currant-buih. 

With wond'rous art they built their waving feat : 
In the next orchat liv'd a friendly thruih. 

Nor diftant far, a woodlark's foft retreat. 

Here blefl with eafe, and in each other bleft. 

With early fbngs they wak'd the iprightly groves. 

Till time matur'd their blifs, and crown'd their peft 
With infaot-pledges of their faithful lovei;. 

And now what traniport glow*d in cither's eye ! 

What equal fondne(s dealt th' allotted food ! 
What joy each other's likenefs to defcry. 

And fixture foBnets in the chirping brood ! 

But ah ! what earthly happinefs can laH f 
How does the faireil purpofe often fail? 

A truant-fchool-boy's wantonnefs could blafl 
Their riilng hopes, and. leave them both to waiL 

The moft ungentle of his tribe was he ; 

No geiv'rous precept ever touch'd his heart : 
With concords faKe, -and hideous proibdy 

He fcrawl'd his tafk^ and blunder'd o'er his part. 



On 
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On barb'rous plunder bent, with favage eye 

He mark'd where wrapt in down the younglins lay. 

Then rulhing feiz'd the wretched family. 
And bore them in his impious hands away. 

But how fliall I relate in numbers rude 

The pangs for poor * Chryfomitris decreed ! 

When from a neighb'ring fpray aghaH ihe view'd 
The favage ruffian's inaufpicious deed ! 

So wrapt in grief fome heart-ftruck matron Hands, 
While horrid flames furround her children's room ! 

On heav'n (he calls, and wrings her trembling hands, 
Confbain'd to fee, but not prevent their doom. 

<* O grief of griefs ! wi;h (hrieking voice flie cry'd, 
" What fight is this that 1 have liv^d fo fee ? 

*' 0\ that X had a maiden-goldfinch died, 

** From love's falfe joys, and bitter forrows free ? 

** Was it for this, alas ! with weary bill. 

Was it for this, I pois'd th' unwieldy llraw ? 
For this I pick'd the mofs from yonder hill ? 
Nor fhun'd the pond'rous chat along to draw ? 
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" Was it for this, I cull'd the wool with care ? 

" And fhwe with all my Ikill our work to crown ? 
*• For this, with pain I bent the ftubbom hair ? 

" And lin'd our cradle with the thiille's down ? 

f Chryfomitris, it feemsy is the name for a goldfinch 



^ Was it for this, my freedom I refign'd ; 

** And ccas'd to rove from beauteous plain to plain ? 
" For this I fate at home whole days confin'd, 

And bore the fcorching heat, and pealing rain? 
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** Was it for this, my watchful eyes grow dim ? 

" The crimfon rofes on my dieek turn pale ? 
** Pale is my golden plumage, once (o trim s 

*^ And all my wonted fpirits 'gin to fail. 

•* O plund'rer vile ! O more than weezel fell I 
** More treacherous than the cat with pmdiih face ! 

^ More fierce than kites with whom the furies dwell ! 
" More pilf'ring than the cuckow's prowling race ! 

" For thee may plumb or goofb'iy never grow. 
No. juicy currant cool thy clammy throat : 
But bloody birch-twigs work thee fhamefiil woe. 
Nor ever goldfinch cheer thee with her note/' 



u 



Thus fang the mournful bird her piteous tale. 
The piteous tale her mournful mate returned: 

Then fide by fide they fought the diftant vale. 
And there in filent iadnefs inly moum'd. 



The 
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The BLACKBIRDS. An Elegy; 

By the Same. 

TH £ fun had chas'd the mountain fiiow. 
And kindly loos'd the frozen foil. 
The melting ftreams began to flow. 
And i^owmen nrg'd their annual toil. 

*Twas then, amid the vocal thiong 
Whom nature wakes to mirth and lovei 

A blackbird rais'd his ain'rons ibng. 
And thus it echo*d thro' the grove. 

O faireft of the fisather'd train ! 

For whom I fing, for whom I burn. 
Attend with pity to my fbain. 

And grant my love a kind return. 

For fee the wintry i)x>nns are flown, 

And gende Zephyrs fan the air ; 
Let us the genial influence own. 

Let us the vernal pafliine flure. 

The raven plumes his jetty wmg 

To pleafe his croaking panunour ; 
The larks refponiive ditties fing. 

And tell dieir paflion as tiiey'ibar. 

2r But 
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But truft me, love, the raven's wing 
Js 90t to be compared with mine ; 

Nor can the lark fo fweetly fing 
As I, who ibrength with fweetnefs join. 

Od let me all thy fteps attend ! 

Fll point new treafures to thy fight ; 
Whether the grove thy wifh befriend. 

Or hedge-rows green; or meadows bright. 

ril (hew my love the cleareft rill 

Whofe (Ireams among the pebbles ftray^ 

Thefe will we fip, and fip our fill. 
Or on the flow'ry margin play« 

I'll lead her to the thickefl brake. 
Impervious to the fchool-boy's eye ; 

For her the plaifter'd neft Pll make. 
And on her downy pinions lie. 

When prompted by a mother's care 

Her warmth Ihall form th' imprifbn'd young. 
The pleafing ta(k Pll gladly fhare. 

Or cheer her l^ibours with my fong. 

To bring her food Pll range the fields. 

And cull the beft of ev'ry kind ; 
Whatever nature's bounty yields. 

And love's aflidm)us care can find. 



And 
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And when my lovely mate would ftray 

To talle -the fummer fweets at large, 
I'll wait at home the live-long day. 

And tend with care our little charge. 

Then prove with me the fweets of love. 

With me divide the cares of life ; 
No bufh ihall boafl in all the grove 

So fond a mate, fo bleft a wife. 

He ceas'd his fong. The melting dame 
With foft indulgence heard the ilr^in ; 

She felt, Oie own'd a mutual flame. 

And hafted to relieve his pain, . ; 

He led her to the nuptial bow'r. 

And HelUed dofely to her fide ; 
The fondeft bridegroom of that hour. 

And flie, the moft delighted bride. 

Next morn he wak'd her with a fong, * . 

" Behold, he faid, the new-bom day ! 
" The lark his matin peal has rung, 

" Arife, my love, and come away." 

Together through the fields they ftray'd. 

And to the murmVing rivlet's fide ; 
Renew'd their vows, and hopp'd and pla/d. 

With honeft joy, and decent pride. 

When 
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when oh ! with grief the MuTe relates' 
The mournful feqnel of my tale ; 

Sent by an order from the fates 
A gunner met them in the vale. 

Alarm'd Ae lover cried. My dear, 
Haflei haile away, from danger fly i 

Here, gunner, point thy thunder here ;* 
O fpare my love, aid let me die. 

At him the gunner took bis aim ; 

His aim alas was all too true r 
O ! had he chofe fome other game I 

Or ihot^— as he was wont to do f 

Divided pair ! forgive Ac wrong. 
While I with tears your fate rehearfej* 

FU join the widow's plaintive fongy 
And fave the lover in my verfe. 

The R A K E. 

By a Lady in Nfiw England. 

' Ftdeo meliora proboque^ 



Deter tor a /eqmr» Hor. 



A 



N open heart, a generous mind,' 
But paiffion's flave,' and wild jes wind ; 



Ih' 



fn theory, a judge of right; 
Tho* banifh'd from its pra6Uce qciite ; 
So loofe, fo proftitute of foul. 
His nobler wit becomes the tool 
Of every importuning fool : 
A thoufand virtues mifapply'd ; 
While reafon floats on paffion's tide : 
The ruin of the chafte and fair ; 
The parent's curfe, the virgin's fnare : 
Whofe falfe example leads aflray 
The young, the thoughtlefs, and the gay : 
Yet, left alone to cooler thought. 
He knows, he fees, he feels his fault ; 
He knows his fault, he feels, he viewsy 
Detefting what he moft purfues : 
His judgment tells him, all his gains 
For fleeting joys, are lafting pains : 
Reafon with appetite contending, 
Repenjing^fl:ill, and IHll offending : 
Abufer of the gi fts of nature^, 
A wretched, felf-condemning creature. 
He pjj]£s.^'erTrfe^lItffod ikge ; 
/ And dies, in youth, the prey of age ! 
The fcorn, the pity of the wife. 
Who love, lament him— and deipife ! 



! 



FLOWERS. 
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FLOWERS. 

By ANTHONY W H I S T L E R, Efq; 

' Ego apis matina 

More modoquBy 

Grata cdrpintis thy ma. HoR* 

I. 

LE T fages, with fuperfluous pains. 
The learned page devour ; 
While Florid better knowledge drains 
From each inftru6tive flow'r» 

11. 

His fav'rite Rofe his fear alarins. 

All opening to the fun ; 
Like vain coquettes, who fpread their charms. 

And (hine, to be undone. 

lU. 

The Tulip, gaudy in its drefs. 

And made for nought but (how^ 
In every fenfe, may well expreis 

The glittering, empty beau I 

IV. 
The Snow-drop firft but p«eps to light, 

And fearful fhews its head ; 
Thus modeft merit fhines more bright. 

By felf-diflruft xuifled. 

V. Th' 
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V. 

TK* Auric'k> which thro' labour rol4% 

Yet fhines compleat by art> 
The force of education (how^ ; 

How much it can impart. 

VI. 
He marks the Senfitive's nice fit ; 

Nor fears he to proclaim. 
If each man's dkrling vice were hit« 

That he would oil the fame, 

vr. 

Beneath each common hedge, he views 

The Violet, with care ; 
Hinting we fhould not worth refafe» 

Altho' we find it there. 

vm. 

The Tuberofe that lofty iprings^ 

Nor can fupport its height. 
Well reprefents imperious kings ; 

Grown impotent by might. 

IX, 

Fragrant, tho* pale* the Lily Uows ; 

To teach the female breaft. 
How virtue can it!$ fweets difcloie 

In all complexions. dreft. 



Vol. IV. X X. To 
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X. 

To every Uoom that crowns the year. 

Nature (bme charm decrees ; 
Learn hence, ye nymphs, her fiice to wear^ 

Ye cannot fail to pleafe. 



SONG. By the Same. 

WHILE, Strephon, thus you teize one. 
To fay, what won my heart ; 
It cannot fure be treafon. 
If I the truth impart. 



'TWas not your fmile, tho* charming ; 

*Twas not your eyes, tho' bright ; 
'Twas not your bloom, tho' warming ; 

Nor beauty's daz'ling light. 

*Twas not your drefs, tho' fhining ; 

Nor fhape, that made me figh : 
'Twas not your tongue, combining. 

For that I knew might lye. 

No — 'twas your generous nature; 

Bold, foft; iincere, and gay : 
It (hone in every feature. 

And ftole my heart away. 



The 
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The CABINET. 

Or, Vcrfcs on Roman Medals. To Mr. W^* 

By Mr. Gx.av£s» 

I. 

O ! the rich Cafket's mimic dome ! 
Where ceils in graceful rows 
The triumphs pf imperial Rome 
In miniature di^ofe. 

n. 

Lefs facred far thofe tinfelfhrinesy 

In which iiit fainted bones. 
And relicks, modernr Home amfines* 

Of legendary drones. 

in. 

In figured brafs we here behold 

From time's wide walle retrieved. 
What patriots firm or heroes bold ' 

In peace Or Wir litchiev'd. 

IV. 

Or filver orbs, in feries fiur. 

With titles deck'd around, 
Prefent each Caefar's face and air 
With f^s or laurels crown'd. 

X « V. Ages 
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V. 
Ages to come ihall heHce be tanght^ 

In lafting lines ezpre&'d. 
How mighty Julius {poke or fought* 

Or Cleopatra drefs'd. 

VI. 

Aaguftus here with placid mien. 

Bids raging diicord ceafe; 
The gates of War dofe-barr'd are fcen, 

And all the world is peace* 

YII. 
A race of tyrants then fucceeds, 

Who frown with brow fevere ; 
Yet tho' we fhudder at their deeds, 

£v'n Nero charms us here. 

vm. 

Thus did the blooming Titus look. 

Delight of homan kind ; 
Great Hadrian thus, whofe dei^ beipoke 
His firm yet gentle mind. 

IX. 
Aurelius too! thy ftoicfac^ ; . , . 

Indignant wf compare .,, . 
With young Fauftina's want<;»> gfa^y . 
And meretricious air. 

.X. 
Each paffion here and virtue fhines 

In livelieft emblems drefs*d: 
Lefs ftrong in Tully's ethic lines. 
Or Plato's flights exprefsM. 



? 
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XL 

With heighten'd grace in verdant ruft. 

Each work of ancient art. 
The temple, column, arch or bufl 

Their wonted charms impart. 

XII. 
All-glorious Rome, thro* martial toil, 

Beneatli each zone obeyed, 
Shew'd every province, trophy, (poll, 

On current gold difplay'd. 

XIII. 
Hence prodigals, .that vainly fpend, 

Promote the great defign ; 
And mifers aid ambition's end. 

Who treafure up the coin, 

XIV. 
The peafant finds in every clime 

The fcientifick ore : 
Whilft on the rich remains of time. 

The leamM with rapture pore. 

XV. 
Each fading ftrbkc they now retrace. 

Each legend dark unfold : 

Then in hifloric order pUce> -r— ^. 

And copper vies with gold. 

XVI. 

Happy the fage ! lil^e you, ray friend, . 

The evening^.of jvhofe days, ; ! , 
Heav'n grants in that f?ir v^^^to igci^, .. 

Where Thames delighted ftrays. 
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XVII. 
To medals there and books of tafte 

Thofe moments you confign, 
Which ban-en minds ignobly wafio 

On dogs, or cards^ or wine. 

xvm. 

Whilft I 'mid rocks and favage woods 

Enjoy thefe golden dreams ; 
» Where Avon winds to mix her floods 

With Bladad*s healing ftreami. 

PANACEA; 

Or, The Grand Restorative. 

By the Same. 

. - ,-. * 

ELCOME to Baise's ftreams, ye fbns of i|deen, 



w 



Who rove froni ipa to Q>a»-«— to (hift the fcene. 
While round the fteaming fount you idly throngs 
Come, learn a wholfome iecret from my fong. 

Ye fair, whofe rofes feel th' approaching froA, 
And drops fupply the plaee of ^irifs loft : 
Ye Yquires, who racked with gDots, at Jieav'n repine ; 
Condemn'd to water for exceS Jn wine ; 
Ye portly cits, (a corpul«|t and full. 
Who eat and drink till appetite grows duU : 

• Clarerton mir Bitthi 1750, 



For 
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For whets and bitters then unftring the purfe, 

Whilll nature more oppreft grows worfe and worfc ; 

Dupes to the craft of pill-preicribing leaches : 

You nod or laugh at what the parfon preache;s : 

Hear then a rhyming quack,— who (purns yotir wealthi 

And gratis gives a fure receipt for health. 

No more thus vainly roam o'er (ea and land. 

When lo ! a fovereign remedy at hand : 

*Tis Temperance — Hale cant ! — ^"Tis Fading then ; 

Heav'n's antidote againil the fins of men. 

Foul luxury's the cauie of all your pain : 

To fcour th' obfhtided glands, abilain ! abfUin! 

Fail and take reft, ye candidates for ileep. 

Who from high food tormenting vigils keep : 

Faft and be fat — thou ftarveling in a gown : 

Ye bloated, faft 'twill furely bring you down. 

Ye nymphs that pine o'er chocolate and rolls. 
Hence take freih bloom, frefh vigour to your fouls. 
Faft and fear not— you'll need no drop nor pill : 
Hunger may ftarve, excefs \%Jur$ to kill. 




% 
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The HEROINES, or Modern Memoirs. 

By the Same. 

IN ancient times, fome hundred winters paft. 
When Britifh dames, for confi:ience fake, were chafte. 
If fbme frail nymph, by yonthfol pafllon fwa/d. 
From virtue's paths unhappily had flray'd ; 
When banifh'd reafon re-aiTum'd her place. 
The confcious wretch bewail'd her foul di(grace ; 
Fled from the world, and pafs'd her joylefs years 
In decent folitude and pious tears ; 
Veird in fbme convent made her peace with heaven. 
And almoft hop'd— by Prudes to be forgiven. 

Not fo of modern wh — les th' illufhious train, 
Renown'd Conftantia, P-^ton and V — ne : • 
Grown old in fm, and dead to amorous joy, 
No a£b of penance /i^/r great fouls employ. 
Without a blufh behold each nymph advance, . 
The lufcious Heroine of her own romance. 
Each harlot triumphs in her lofs of fome, . - 
And boldly prints and publifhes* hef.iH^anie. 

-i7Sr. 
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The PARTING. 

By the Same. 
Written fome Years after Marriage. 

I. 

TH £ rifing fun thro' all the grove 
Diffused a gladfome ray : 
My Lucy finil'd, and talk'd of love. 
And eyeiy -thing loofcVt gay. 

n. 

But oh ! the fatal hour was come 

That forc'd me from my dekr : 
My Lucy then thro* grief was dumb. 

Or fpoke hnt by i. tear. 

'■ III. . 
Now fai^ from her 2mdt)lifsl roam, 

AH nature wears a change : * 
The azure iky feems wrapt in gloom. 

And every place Idoks ftrange. 

Thbfe floWry fields, this verdant fcene. 
Yon larki ^t idwering fing. 

With fad contrail increafe my ipleen 
And make me loath the ipring. 



V. My 
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V. 

My books that wpnt to fixith my sund 

No longer notr can pleafe : 
There only thoie amniement find 

That have a mind at eafe. 

VI. 
Nay li^ itfelf is taftelcfs grown 

From Lucy whilil I ftray : 
Sick of the world I mufe alone 

And iigh the live-long day. 



17+8. 



ODE to MEMORY. 1748. 

. • - ' ^ ■ 

By William Shbnstonb> Eiq; 



•r. f • 



O Memory ! celeftial maid ! 
Who glom^ the flowVets cropt by time i 
And» fafFeringnot aleaftofade, 

Preferv'ft the bloflbnu of our prime ; ,. 
Bring, bring thc^e moments to my JEJiind. 
When life was new» a^d Leflna kind. 



II. And 



C 33» 3 
n. 

And bring that garland to my figbt, 

With which my ftvtmr'd crook ike bound ; 
And bring that wreath of rpfes bright 

Which then my fcftiTe temples crowned* 
And to my nptiirM ear convey 
The gentle things (he deign*d to fey. 

HI. 

And (ketch with care the Mule's bow'r. 

Where Ifis rolls her filver tide; 
Nor yet omit one reed or flower 

That fhines on Cherwell's verdant iide ; 
If fo thou may'ft thoie hours prolong, . 
When poliih'd liycc^ jbm*d mfy iong. 

. IV. 
The fong it Vails not to recite«««— 

But fure, to footh our youth&l dreams, 
Thofe banks and ftrcams ^pear'd more bright 

Than other banks, than other ftreams : 
Or by thy foftening pendl (hewn, 
Aflume they beauties not thek own ? 

V. 
And paint that fweetly vacant feene. 

When, all beneath the poplar bough. 
My Ipirits light, my fool (erene> 

I breathM inverfe one cordial vow ; 
That nothing fhould my fM in^ire» 
But friendOiip wanSf and loire entire. 

3 VI. Dull 
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VI. 
Dull to the fenfe of new delight. 

On thee the drooping Mofe attends ; 
As fome fond lover, robb'd of £ght^ 

On thy expreilive pow'r depends ; 
Nor would exchange thy glowing lines^ 
To live the lord of all that ihines. 

VII. 
But let me chafe thofh' Vows .away 

Which at ambition's fhrine I made ; 
Nor ever let thy flcill difplay 

Thofe anxious moments, iU repaid : 
Oh ! from my breaft that feafon rafe. 
And bring my childhood m i^ place. 

vni. 

Bring me the bells, the rattle bring. 
And bring the hobby I bcflrode ; 

When {deas'd, in Inany a fportive ring. 
Around the room I jovial rode : 

Ev'n let me bid my.4yve adieo^' r >, 

Andbringthewhiftk^^d»tl^ew« v. *. 

IX. ./ 

Then will I mufe» ^aad penfir^fajrjf^ 
Why did not thefe enjoyments lad ? 

How fweetly wafted^I-die diy", ^ 
While innocence ^owM ttrlj^e? 

Ambition's toils afikc^tlfcilOTii " ^' 

But ah ! for pleaAire yleU'tts^-paliu 
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The- Princefs ELIZABETH: 

A Ballad alluding to a Story recorded of her, when 
{he was a Prifoner at Woodftock, 1554. 

By the Same. 

WILL you hear how once repining 
Great Eliza captive lay ? 
Each ambitious thought refigning. 
Foe to riches, pomp, and fway ? 

While the nymphs and fwains delighted 

Tript around in alt then' pnde ; 
Envying joys by others flighted. 

Thus the royal maklen cry'd. 

Bred on plains, or bom in vallies. 

Who would bid tbok foenes adidu ? 
Stranger to the arts of malice. 

Who would evtJT conirts purfiie ? 

■ ■• ... .*"..-• 
Malice never taught to treafiire, . 

Cenftre never taught to beiyr :. . . ^ 

Love is all the fhepherd'^ pleafiire; 

Love is all the damiel's'CaFe. 

How 
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tlowrcan they of hmnbk ftadon 

Vainly Uame the pow'rs above t 
Or aocisfe the diQ>eniatioa 

Which allovirs them all to lore f 

Love like air is widely given ; 

Pow*r nor chance can thefe reftrain { 
Truefiy nobleft giftf of heaven ! 

Only pureft on the plain ! 

Peers can no fuch charms difcovefi 

All in flars and garters dreft. 
As, on SondaySi does the lover 

With his nofegay on his breaft. 

Pittk^ and rofes in proAiflony 

Said to &de when Chloe's near ; 
Fops may u(e the fame allafion. 

Bat the ihepherd is fincere. 

Hark to yondJnr milk-maid finging> 

Chearly o'er the brimmmg pail ; 
Cowflips all aiound her fpringing 

Sweetly paint the golden vale. 

Never yet did courtly inaiden 

Move {o fprightly, look fo^ fair ; . > 

Never breaft with jewels laden 

Pour a fong fo void of care. 

Would 
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Would indulgent Keay^n had granted 

Me fome ruraT damfd's part ! 
All the empire I had wanted 

Then had been my ihepherd's heart. 

• 

Then, with him, o'er hills and mountaias^ 

Free from fetters, might I rove : 
Fearlefs taile the cryftai fountains $ 

Peaceful deep beneath the grove* 

RuiUcks had been more forgiving ; 

Partial to my virgin bloom : 
None had env/d me wjien livings . . 

None had triumphed o'ei: mfWfibii 

ODE to a Young tjjdy, 

Somewhat too foUicitous about; her Manner 

■ . ... /-\ -J . 

of £^preflior\. . 



. L ■ ■. I - 



By the Same. 



. .*1 :v. 



SU R V E Y, my feir ! that laci<f ftream 
Adown the finiling valley flrayV ^ 
Would art attempt, or &ncy dream, '^ 
To regulate its winding way ^ 

So 



.»"• - • r 



So pleas'd I view thy fhining hair 
In loofe difhevel'd ringlets flow : 

Not all thy art, not all thy care 
Can there one fingle grace beftow. 

Survey again that verdant hill, 
Widi native plants enamel'd o'er i 

Say, can the painter's ntmoft fkill 
Inftrud one flow'r to pleafe us more ? 

As vain it were, with artful dye, 

To change the bloom thy cheeks difclofe ; 
And oh may Laura, ere (he try. 

With frefli -vermilion paint the rofc. 

Haric^ fadwdie wood-lar)c's tuneful throat 

Can every lludy'd grace excel ; 
Let art cOnJdmin the rambling note. 

And will fhe, Laura, pleafe fo well ? 

Oh ever keep thy native eaie. 

By no pedantic laws confined ! 
For Laura's voice is fbrm'd to pleafe. 

So Laura'^ words be not unkind. 



VERSES 
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VEB.SES written towards the clofe of thc' Year 
1748, to William Lyttblton^ fi[qj 

By the Same. 

HOW blithely pafe'd the rummer's day ! \ 
How bright was every flower!. 
While friei^ds arriv'd, in circles gay, 
' To viiit Damon's bow'r. 

But nowjwithiilentftep, I range- * . 

Along fbme lonely ihore ; *^' 

And Damon's bow'r, alas the change! 

Is gay widi friends no more. 

Aivay to crowds and cities borne; - [ 

Iji queft of joyth^ fteer ; ' 
Whilft I, alas ! am- left fbrlorn» * . • 

I'o weep the parting yeacl 

O penfive Autumn ! how I grieve 

Thy forrofving face to fee 1 
When languid funs are taking leave • - 

Of every drooping ,tre.e. 

Vol. IV. Y Ah 
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Ah let mc not, with heavy eye. 

This dying fcene funrey ! 
Hafte, Winter, hafte ; nfurp the iky; 

Compleat my bower's decay. 

ill can I bear the motley cdft 
Yon* fidcening leaves retain ; 

That ipeak at once of pleafure paft. 
And bode approaching pain. 

At home uii^l^ I gaze around^ 

My difbult (beneltfcqiidre ; 
Where all in murky vapours drowned 

Are hamlet, hill, and ipire. 

Tho' Thomfon, fweet dcfcriptive hkrd ! 

In/piring Autumn fung ; 
Yet how ftKAild we the months regard^ 

That ftoppM his flowing tongue? 

Ah lucklefs months, of all the reft. 
To whofc hard fhare it fi^l ! 

For fure he was the gentleft breafl 
That ever fung fb well. 

And fee, the fivallows now di(bwh 
The roofs they lov'd before ; 

Each, like His tuneful genius; flowh 
To glad fome happifei: Ihofe; 



The 
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The wood-nympH ^y^h with pak ^ftHgfe^ 
The fportfman's ftantick deed ; 

While hounds and horns land yells unite. 
To drown the Mufe's reed. 

Ve fields wi^ t))%htf|d h^a^g^ ^iipwii:! 

Ye flues no Ipn^er hlpLel 
Too much we^fjeel from ^>rtu2^'^ &9W|i| 

To bear diefe fr^wD^ fiE0|9 yo9. 

Where jo i(^ mi8»d*s wifidlwJ^ gfflen ^ 

The zephyr^^ b^bay g9h} 
And where fweet £nef^dShip*s cprdi^ B^ea» 

That brighten'fi ey^xy vale ? 

What tho* thp vinf 4ifclofe her dycs> 

And boail her piupJbs S&rc ; 
Not all the vis)ef»f^$ rich ftippUe$ 

Can foothe our ibrrows more. 

Hel he is gone, whpfe xAoial &wa 

Oould wit and mirth refine ; 
He ! he is gone, . vhofe ftv^al vein 
Surpafs'd the pow'r of wine. 

Pail by the (beams he d^gn'd to praife, 
in. yon' ieqaefter'd ^ovc. 

To him a votive urn 1 njfe ; 

I ... 

To him, andfriendiylotr. - ^'' 



Y 1 Yes 



[ 340 ] 

Yes there^ my friend ! forlorn and fad, 
- I grave your Thomfon's name ; 
And there, his lyre; which fate forbad 
To found your growing fame. 

There fhaH my plaintive long recount 

Dark themes of hopelefs woe; 
Andy ^er than die dropping fount, 

m teach mine eyes to flow. 

There leaves, in fpite of Autumn, green. 

Shall ihade the hallow'd ground ; 
And Spring will there ^g;ain be feen. 

To call forth flowers around. 

But no kind funs will bid me fhare, ^ 

Once more. His fbcial hour ; 
Ah Spring ! thou never canft repair 

This lofs, to Damon's bow'r. 

S O N G S. 

By the Same. 

I.' ■■ ■' - 

IN a vale fring'd with woodland, where grottos abound, 
And rivulets murmur, and echoes refound, . 
I vow'd to the Mufes my time and my; c^e ; , , 

Since neither could win me the fmiies of my fair. 

"' ' As 
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As freedom irifpir^d me, I rang'd and I fang ; 

And Daphne's dear name never fell from my tongite : 

But if once a ixnooth accent delighted my ear, 

I fhould wlfli, unawares, that my Daphne might hear. 

With faireft ideas my bofom I ftor'd ; 
Allufions to none but the nymph I ador'd : 
And the more I with ftudy my fancy reiin*d. 
The deeper impreffipn ihe made on my mind, j 

Ah ! whim I the beauties of nature purfue, 
I ilill mull: my Daphne's fair image renew : 
The Graces have chofen with Daphne to rove. 
And the Mufes are all in alliance with Love. 

n. Daphne's ViCt ': 

i 

YE birds ! for whom I rear'd the grove. 
With melting lay falute my Ipve : 
My Daphne with your notes detain : 
Or I have rear'd my grove in vairu 

I 

Ye flow'rs ! before her footileps rife ; 
Difplay at once your brighteft dyes ; . 
That fhe your opening charms may fee : . 
Or what were all your charms to me ? 

Kind Zephyr ! brufh each fragrant flow'r. 
And fhed its odours round my bow'r : 
Or never more, O gentle wind, .. 
Shall I, from thee, refreihment £nd, 

. ..: Y 3 ■ .' , . .' Ye 



Yeflrafluil ife'cryotirbinktIIoTUt 
If e'er your native foonds improVd, 
May dich (ok mtinnur ibothe my Bar : 
iitdhl 'cwill deepen my defpair. 

And thou, my grot ! whofe lonely bbmidt 
The melancholy pine fturounds. 
May Daphne praife thy peaceful gloom; . 
Or thon (halt prove her DaAum^s tomb. . 

ht. Th6 RbSt-But). 

SEE, Flavia, fee that budding rofe. 
How bright beneath the bulh it glows ; 
How fafely there it lurks conceal'd ; 
How quickly blafted, V(rhfeA revcal'd ! 

The full WiA Warm attri6live rays 
Tempts it to wanton in the blafee i 
A blaft defbends front eaflem (kies. 
And all its bluihing radiance dies. 

Then guard, my feir ! yOtir diatms divine ; 
And check the fond deiire to ihine 
Where fathers tranfpwtittg rays allttre» 

While here more happy, more fecure. 

The breath of fome negledled maid 
Shall make ytni figh you left the Ihadd t 
A breath to beauty's bloom unkitid, 
As, to the rofe^ an eaftem wind. 



[ 343 3 

The nymph reply'd, <* You iirft, my fwain, 
" Confine your fonnets to the plain ; 
^' One envious tongue alike dlianQs, 
^* You, of your wit, me, of my :<;harms. 

« What is, unheard, the tuneful thrill ? 

" Or what, unknown, the poet's fldll ? 

** What, unadmir'd, a charming mien, 

" Or what the rofe's bluih, unfeen ? 

IV. Written ia a ColleiSion of Bacchaxudian Soi^. 

ADIEU, ye jovial youths, who join 
To plunge old Care in Hoods of wine; 
And, as your dasded eye-balls roll, 
Difgem. him ftruggling in the bowl. 

Nor yet is hope b whoUy flown, 
Nof yet is thought ib tedious growfl* 
But limpid ^rearn and ihady tree 
Retain, at yet, fome fweets for me. / 






And fee, thro* yonder filent grove. 
See )isonder does my Daphne rove : 
With pride herfcot-fteps I purfae. 
And bid your frantick joys adieu. 



I* 



• » 



Y4 The 
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The ibk confafion I admire. 
Is that my Daphne^s eyes infpire : 
I icorn the madneis you approve. 
And value rea(bn next to love. 

V, Imitated' from the French. 

YES, thefe are the fcenes where with Iris I ftray*d; 
Bat fhort was her fway for fo lovely a maid ! 
^n the bloom of her yoath to a cloifter (he run ; 
In the bloom of her graces, too fair for a nun ! ' 
Hi-grounded, no doubt, a devotion mull prove 
So fatal to beattty, fo killing to love ! 

Yes, thefe are the meadows, the fhmbs and the plains ; 
Once the fcene of my pleafures, the'fcene of my pains ; 
How many foft moments I fpcnt in this grove ! 
How fair was my nymph ! and how fervent my love ! 
Be ftill tho', my heart ; thine emotion give o'er ; 
Remember, the feafon of love is no more. 

With her how I flray'd amid fountains and bowVs, 

Or loiter'd behind and coUeded the flow'rs ! 

Then breathlefs with ardor my fair-one pnrfu'd. 

And to think with what kindnefs my garland fhe ^ew*d ! 

But be ftill, my fond heart ! this emotion give o'er; 

Fain wouldft thou forget thou muft love her no more. 



RURAL 
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RURAL INSCRIPTIONS, 

By the Same. 

I. On a Root -Ho USE. 

HE R £ in cool grot, and mofly cell, 
We rural hys and faeries dwell : . 
Tho* rarely feen by mortal eye. 
When the pale moon, afcexyling high. 
Darts thro* yon' limes her quivering beams. 
We frifk it near thefe cryllal ftreams. 

Her beams, refiedled from the wave. 
Afford the light our revels crave ; 
The turf, with dairies broider'd o'er. 
Exceeds, we wot, the Parian floor ; 
Nor yet for artful Ibains we call. 
But liften to the water's fall. 

Would you then tafle our tranquil &ene, . 

Be fure your bofoms be (erene ; 

Devoid of hate, devoid of flrife. 

Devoid of all diat poiibns life ; 

And much it 'vails you, in their places 

To graft the love of human race. 



And 



£34^] 

And tread with awe thefe favoured bow'rs. 
Nor woimd the ihmbs nor bniife the flow'rs ; 
So may your path with fweets abound ! 
So may your couch with reft be crown'd I 
But harm betide the wayward Twain, 
Who dares our haUow'd haunts profane ! 

Oberon. 

n. In a (hady Valley, near a running Water, 

O! Let me haunt this peaceful fhade ; 
Nor let ambition e'er invade 
The tenants of tlilr leafy bow'r. 
That fhim her paths, and (light her powV. 

Hither the plaintive halcyon flies 
From fodal meads and open fides ; 
Pleas'd* by this rill« her conrfe to fteer. 
And hide her fiiphiiie plumage here. 

The trout» bedropt wi^ crimibn ftains, 
Forfakes the river*ft proud domains ; 
Forfakes the fun's unwelcome gleam. 
To lurk frithitt ^s>homblef fbtam. 

And fure I hear the Naiad iky, 
*' Flow, flow, my fbeam ! this devious way ; 
*^ Though lovely foft thy murmurs are, 
" Thy waters, lovely cool and fair ! 

3 ** Flow, 
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. '* Flow, gcnde ftream ! nor let the vain, 
** Thy fmatl anfttlly'd ftores difdain : 
" Nor let the penfive fage repine, 
'* Whofe latent coUrfe refcmbles thine** 

I 

III. On a fmall Building in the Gothick Tafte. 

Ar\ Hon tliat lutf^t in cmirtl? ilpfTet 
^^ 4^rtopleinfi9^n<'#jJbl>gf frttarle! 
Ooo not too rafliipe lieeme ampffe 
4^f bint, tliat lip^t^ contmti^ Here. 

Ifto; pet bifbeiBne tfie tuffet ffoate » 
il^jlipcle o*er mcfi carelefTf Ipttiit ftf flpiigl; 

Hloi ?<t berp^e tfte teecHcn Httrtf, 
9ln uilipcHe iie ^itaff# tjif Ipnyi^ fynrni^* 

l^o^89^e lipm, if, at ttie 09 baumc, 
^cliop^f of too^iOlpe utU if ilrap : 

4^;^ aU iefpBf fomt flotoerpe I«i»ne» 
l^e uoally Hi^ inoffenfitie ^ap« 

^0 map He j^artonne frauft anft fhrift, 

Hf fttcft ill (ourtl^e imtint It fge : 
IFo; faulty t|gte isene in ^biifpe Ipfe, 

jFtom toUpcfte tfrtft yiacifiin gfenntiT arefm* 



APaftoral 
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A Paftoral BALLAD, in Four Parts. ' 

Written 1743. 

By the Same. 
Arhufia bumihfque myrica. Virg. 

I. Absence. 

I. 

YE (hepherds To chearful and gay, ^ 
Whofe flocks never carek&ly roam $ 
Should Corydon's happen to flray. 

Oh ! call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to mufe and to figh» 

Nor talk bf the change that ye find ; 
None once was fb watchful as I : 
—I have left niy dear Phyllis behind. 

n. 

Now I know what it is^ to have ftrove 

With the torture of doUbt and defire ; 
What it is, to admire and to love. 

And to leave ner we Ibve and adtxiire. 
Ah lead forth my flock in the morn. 

And the damps of each ey'ning repell ; 
Alas ! I am faint and forlorn : 

— ^I have bade my dear Phyllis ^rewell. 

m. Since 
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m. 

Since Phyllis voachfaf 'd me a look^ 
I never once dreamt of my vine ; 
May I lofe both my pipe and my crocks 

If I Ipiew of a kid that was mine. 
I priz'd every hour that went by. 

Beyond all that had pleas'd me before ; 
But now they are paft, and I iigh ; 
And I grieve that I priz'd them no more. . 

IV. 
Bat why do I languifh in vain f 

Why wandfer thus penfivdy here f 
Oh ! why did I come ftom the plain. 

Where I fed on the finiles of my dear? 
They tell me, my ^vourite maid. 

The pride of that valley, is flown ; 
Alas ! where with her I have ftray'd,^ . 
I could wander with pleaiure, ^one*. . 

• • ' V *• . ■- *-. ^ ■ ■ , 
When forc'd the fair nyihph to forego. 

What anguifh I felt at my heart t ■ * ' 
yet I thought— but it might not be fo^ 

'Twas with pain that fhe faw me depart. ^ 
She gaz'd, as I flowly withdrew; 

My path I could hardly difcerh ; " A . 

So fweetly fhe bade me adieu, ■ *a 

I thought that fhe bade me return. 

VI. The 



VL 

The pilgrim diat journeys all day 

To viiit fome far^diftant ihrme» 
If he beax but a reliqtie nway. 

Is happy, nor heard to repine^ 
Thus widely remov'd from die hitf 

Where my vow8» my derodon, I owe* 
Soft hope is the relique I bear. 

And my (blace wherever I go, 

U. Hope. 
L 

MY banki they are ftimiili'd with beesi 
WhoTe mttn&ttr kmKes one $0 ikep ; . 
My grottos are ihaded with trees^ 

And my hills are whiteHMrer with iheep* 
I feldom have met with a lo{s» 

Such healdi do say feuntaiAs beftow ; 
My fountains all bordei'd with mofs. 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 

' n. 

Not a pine in my grove is there feen. 

But wtdi tendrSs of weodbiiie is boimd : 
Not a be^'s mose beautifiil green. 

But a fweet-briar t^nes k around^ 
Not my fields, 4n the prioie^ the year, 

More charms than my cattle an^d : 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear. 

But it glitters with fifhes of gold. 

III. One 
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ra. 

One would think fhe might like to retiref 
To the bow^r I have laboured to rear ; 

Not a fhrub that I heard her admire. 
But I hafted and planted it there^ 

how fudden the jeilamin drove 
With the lilac to render it gay ! 

Already it calls for my love, 

To prune the wild branches away. 

IV. 
From the plains, from the woodlands and groves. 

What ftrains of wild melody iftow I 
How the nightingales warble their loves 

From thickets of rcfes that blow! 
And when her bright ^orm fhall appear. 

Each bird flidl harinonioufly join 
In a concert fo ibft and fb clear. 

As— ^fiie may not be fond to refign. 

V; 

1 have found oat a gift for my fair ; 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed ; 
But let me that plunder forbear^ 

She will fay 'twas a barbarous deed. 
For he ne'er could be true, Ihe aver'd. 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young : 
And I lov'd her the more, when I heard 

Such tendemefs fall from her tongu^. 






VI. I have 



VL 
I have heard her v/ith fweetnefs unfold 

How that pity was due to a dove : 

That it ever attended the bold, 

And (he call'd it the fifter of love« 
But her words fuch a pleafure convey. 

So much I her accents ^ore. 
Let her fpeak, and whatever ihe fay> 

Methinks I ihould love her the more* 

YIL 
Can a bofom fo gentle remain 

Unmov'd, when her Corydon fighs ! 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, ' 

Thefe plains, and this valley defpife i 
Dear regions of filence and fhade ! 

Soft fcenes of contentment and eafe I 
Where I could have pleafingly ftrayM, 

If aught, in her abience, could pleafe. 

vm. 

But where does my Phyllida ftray ? 

And where are Her grots and her bow*rs ? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay. 

And the ih^herds as gentle as ours f 
The groves xnay perhaps be a3 fair. 

And the face of the valleys as fine ; 
The fwains may in manners compare. 

But their love is not equal to mine. 



m. Sol. 
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m. SotLiciTufie* 

I. 

WH Y will you my paffion reprove f 
Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
Ere I fliew you the charms of my love^ 

She is fairer than you can believe. 
With her mien fhe enamours the brave ; 

With her wit fhe engages the free ; 
With her modefty pleafes the grave; 
She is ev'ry way pleaiing to me, 

II. 

you that have been of her train. 
Come and join in my amorous lays $ 

1 could lay dbwn my life for the fwain^ 

That will fing but a fong in her praife. 
When he fings, may the nymphs of the to^n 

Come trooping, and liften the while ; 
Nay on Him let not Phyllida frown ; 

^— But I cannot allow her to fmile# 

IIL 
For when Paridel tries in the dance 

Any favour with Phyllis to find, 
O how, with one trivial glance> 

Might fhe ruin the peace of my mind ! 
In ringlets He drefTes his hair. 

And his crook is be-fludded around t 
And his pipe oh may Phyllis beware 

Of a magic there is in the found. 
Vol. IV. Z IV. ^Tis 
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'Tis His with mock paffion to glow ; 

'Tis His in fmooth tales to unfold, 
" How her face is as bright as the fnow, 

" And her bofom, be fure, is as cold? 
** How the nightingales labour the ftrain, 

** With the notes of his charmer to vie; 
•* How they vary their accents in vain, 

" Repine at her triumphs, and die." 

V. 

To the grove or the garden he ftrays. 

And pillages every fweet ; 
Then, fuiting the wreath to his lays 

He throws it at Phyllis's feet. 
** O Phyllis, he whifpers, more fair, 

*' More fweet than the jeilamin's flow'r! 
" What are pinks, in a morn, to compare ? 
" What is eglantine, after a fhow'r ? 

VI. 
** Then the lily no longer is white ; 

" Then the rofe is deprived of its bloom ; 
** Then the violets die with defpight, 

** And the wood-bines give up their perfume.** 
Thus glide the foft numbers along. 
And he fancies no (hepherd his peer ; 

•Yet I never fhould envy the fong. 
Were not Phyllis to lend it an ear. 



VII. Let 
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VII. 

Let his crook be with hyacinths bound. 

So Phyllis the trophy defpife ; 
Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd^ 

So they fhine not in Phyllis's eyes. 
The language that flows from the heart 

Is a ftranger to ParidePs tongue ; 
Yet may fhe beware of his art. 

Or fure I mull envy the fong. 

IV. DlSAPPOI NTMENT. 

L 

YE ftiepherds give car to my lay. 
And take no more heed of my fheep : 
They have nothing to do, but to ftray ; 

I have nothing to do, but to weep» 
Yet do not my folly reprove ; 

She was fair and my paffion begun ; 

She fmiPd and I could not but love; 

She is faithlefs— and I am undone. 

IL 
Perhaps I was void of all thought ; 
Perhaps it was plain to forefee. 
That a nymph fo compleat would be fought 

By a fwain more engaging than me. 
Ah ! love ev'ry hope can inlpire : 
It banifhes wifdom the while ; 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 
Seems for ever adorn'd with a fmile. 

Z 2 in. She 



m. 

she is faithlefs, and I am undone; 

Ye that witnefs the woes I endure* 
Let reaibn inftru^ you to fhnn 

What it cannot inftruft you to cure* 
Beware how ye loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree : 
It is not ior me to explain 

How fair, and how fickle they be* 

IV. 
Alas ! from the day that we met. 

What hope of an end to my woes ? 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repofe. 
Yet time may diminifh the pain : 

The flow'r, and the flirub, and the tree. 
Which I rear'd for her pleafure in vain. 

In time may have comfort for me. 

V. 
The fweets of a dew-fprinkled rofe. 

The found of a murmuring ftream. 
The peace which from folitude flows. 

Henceforth (hall be Corydon's theme* 
High tranfports are fhewn to the light. 

But we are not to find them our own ; 
Fate never beftow'd fuch delight. 

As I with my Phyllis had known. 



VI. 
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VI. 
Q ye woods, fpread your branches apace ; 

To your deepeft receflcs I fly ; 
I would hide with the beails of the chace ; 

I would vaniih from every eye. 
Yet my reed fhall refound thro' the grove 

With the fame fad complaint it begun ; 
How (he fmird, and I could not but love j 

Was faithlefsy and I am undone ! 




* * * r T 
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